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GEMS  OF  POESY 


BEHIND  THE  PRISON  BARS. 


MADAM  R.  SINCLAIR. 


EHIND  the  prison  bars, 

So  sad  a  face ! 

No  one  cares  for  her  while  in  disgrace, 
No  one  but  mother,  with  snow-white  hair 
“My  darling  child,  why  did  you  err?” 


“I  longed  for  a  wild  life, 

To  dance,  drink  and  flirt,  you  know, 

To  race  the  streets  in  an  auto  swift, 

And  to  take  a  moonlight  stroll, 

And  not  until  three  o’clock  would  I  make  home  my  goal. 


So  one  dark  night,  on  Sutter  Street, 

I  met  young  Jasper  Green, 

So  with  my  dagger  in  my  hand, 

This  cruel  deed  was  done. 

Now,  girls,  take  warning  by  me, — don’t  go  the  pace  that  I 
have  gone. 


For  if  you  do,  you  will  suffer,  too, 

And  the  prison  bars  are  waiting ; 

I  deceived  my  mother  so  good  and  true — 
There  she  stands  by  the  prison  bars, 
Weeping,  and  pleading  for  my  release. 


GEMS  OF  POESY 
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SOUL  LOVE. 


MRS.  ANNIE  WHITE. 


love  of  my  soul,  how  can  I  confess, 

VuxOh,  you  whom  I  honor  and  worship  and  bless, 

To  know  you  were  bliss,  all  the  world  might  disprove, 
God  being  my  helper,  will  obstacles  remove. 


The  first  time  we  met,  love  was  instant  at  sight, 
Rhapsody  searched  soul  to  soul  through  the  light ; 
Fervency  permeated  this  treasure  so  late 
While  I  patiently  suffer,  submissively  wait. 


The  love  that  I  bear  you  of  this  I  am  sure, 
The  angels  above  me  could  not  be  more  pure  ; 
If  only  I  knew  you  would  ever  succumb, 

For  love  such  as  mine  even  rivals  the  tomb. 


Ah !  that  I  were  certain  my  love  was  returned, 
Confident  in  your  heart,  love’s  fires  hath  burned ; 
Just  one  joyful  day  to  your  arms  sweetly  fly, 
Then  adoringly  swoon,  and  in  ecstasy  die. 
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GEMS  OF  POESY 


GWENDOLINE. 


LILLA  HAY. 


O  you  hear  the  wind  through  the  trees  ? 
Do  you  hear  the  soft  sighing  breeze 
Kissing  the  fallen  leaves 
In  sympathy,  as  they  scattered  lie 
On  the  withered  grass  to  die? 

Ah,  Gwendoline,  let  it  speak  to  you, 
And  tell  you,  darling,  to  be  true. 


Do  you  notice  the  fallen  leaves? 

Oh,  do  you  notice  the  fallen  leaves? 
How  grateful  they  seem  to  be 
To  the  pitying  breeze  who  gives  to  them 
The  kiss  of  sympathy ; 

Ah,  Gwendoline,  so  would  I  be — 

My  darling,  deign  to  notice  me. 
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IN  DAYLIGHT  TIME. 


EMIL  F.  WALTER. 


HO’S  wand’ring  above  so  many  miles  away 
In  daylight  time? 

Gazing  on  us  so  gaily  never  fails  to  display. 
Wand’ring  way  beyond,  in  him  we  believe, 
Our  daylight,  our  life,  our  supreme  chief, 
In  daylight  time. 


Who’s  wand’ring  so  almighty  nothing  can  compare, 
In  daylight  time? 

Rather  slow,  though  sure,  and  always  with  care; 
Who  rises  to  brighten  our  coming  day, 

Far  o’er  ocean  and  distant  land  so  gay, 

In  daylight  time. 


Whoe’er  it  is,  this  never-resting,  bright-looking  vision, 
Will  never  fail  from  magnetism, 

Noiseless  as  if  through  clouds  and  air, 

Through  all  our  seasons  he’ll  wander  with  glare 
In  daylight  time. 


Ah !  this  glorious,  brilliant,  immense  might 
In  daylight  time, 

Be  thou  not  deceived  by  this  roaming  light ! 
Behold  his  smile,  and  thou  wilt  see 
That  thou  art  wand’ring  and  not  he, 

In  daylight  time. 


14 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


THOUGHT  SUMMARIES. 


R£V.  JOHN  J.  WILLIS. 


3S  NOT  there  a  plan,  a  system  whereby  I  may  reach  the  goal? 
Is  not  there  a  God,  a  Saviour,  who  can  save  my  wandering  soul  ? 
Is  that  plan  so  fraught  with  mysteries 
And  that  system  so  perplexed,  and  that  God  just  lives  in  histories 
And  in  fact  does  not  exist? 

Can  it  be  that  we  vain  mortals  only  live  for  this  vain  earth? 

Can.  it  be  that  our  existence  only  dates  from  death  to  birth, 

If  ’tis  so  that  we,  as  cattle,  only  live  to  pass  away, 

Life  is  but  a  fruitless  battle,  bringing  forth  no  brighter  day. 

We  are  but  a  thought  at  last. 

Carrying  with  it  honeyed  pleasures  sweetened  with  a  drop  of  life, 
Just  today  we  are  at  leisure,  but  tomorrow  ends  this  strife 
If  the  peace  and  joyous  rapture  that  we  gather  day  by  day 
Is  but  mystifying  dogma,  that  will  swiftly  pass  away. 

None  have  lost  by  losing  all. 

If  the  God  that  we  here  worship’s  but  a  myth,  a  mislead  thought, 
Then  this  world  is  naught  but  suffering  and  true  pleasure  can’t  be 
taught. 

There’s  no  truth  if  God  exists  not  in  a  woidd  that’s  free  from  sin, 
There’s  no  falsehood  in  this  land  since  we  mortals  entered  in. 

There  is  no  loss,  there  is  no  gain, 

There’s  no  right,  all  things  a  myth,  we  exist  only  by  sense. 

There’s  no  wrong,  a  thing  amiss  is  only  a  part  of  our  short  sus¬ 
pense  ; 

There’s  no  good,  neither  is  there  evil  in  this  world’s  expanse  of 
plain, 

There’s  no  God,  and  there’s  no  devil,  if  we  never  live  again 
We’ve  lost  naught  but  earthly  life. 

There’s  no  love,  ’tis  not  a  system,  if  God  rules  not  this  universe, 
There’s  no  hate,  no  one  could  hate  you,  you  are  good,  and  they  are 
no  worse; 

There’s  no  law,  if  life’s  is  ended,  when  we  lay  our  bodies  down, 
We,  like  hogs,  or  dogs,  or  cattle,  cease  to  live  and  lose  our  crown. 
Life  is  but  a  thing  reflected,  it  is  but  a  thought,  a  myth, 

If  no  God  can  give  us  life  in  a  world  more  blest  than  this. 
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FILL  UP  THE  BOWL. 


VICTOR  ALEXANDER. 


ILL  up  the  bowl  and  we’ll  forget  our  sorrow, 
Drown  dull  old  care  and  leave  him  for  a  morrow, 
Let's  wash  away  the  conscience  risen  thoughts 
That  come  apace  like  ships  from  sheltered  ports, 
They  know  not  what  will  come,  if  calm  or  storm, 
But,  man,  they’ll  find  the  gale  for  once  doth  form. 


Fill  up  the  bowl,  I  say,  and  cheer  the  heart, 

If  now  I  have  a  heart,  or  e'en  a  part, 

That  which  I  had  was  broken  not  bv  man, 
’Twas  “by  the  woman”  since  the  world  began, 
Yet  we’ll  forgive  her,  what  can  cheer  like  these 
Women  and  wine,  here’s  to  them  to  the  lees. 


Yet  once  again  fill  up  the  bowl  of  Bacchus, 
Overwhelm  these  paltry  thoughts  that  now  attack  us, 
What  care  I  for  a  woman's  face  or  form, 

Thou  stol’st  the  flower  of  love — a  canker’s  worm ; 
Let  me  forget  awhile  “a  paradise,” 

A  “fools”  ’tis  called,  was  not  the  poet  wise? 

• 

Me  thought  the  power  of  love  could  conquer  all, 
Me  thought  my  pride  could  never  have  a  fall, 

May  thou  but  love  as  I  have  loved  and  then 
Fall  from  thy  heaven  and  be  scorned  by  men, 

Of  sorrow’s  pain  I  thought  thy  love  the  cure, 
Eternal  grief  I  found,  the  false  not  pure. 


Truly  is  this  the  saddest  hour  I’ve  met, 

Yet  o’er  my  muddled  sorrows  jov  is  set, 

Weak  heart,  drive  out  thy  feeling  of  remorse, 

Let  wine  and  women  ever  hold  their  course, 

Fill  up  the  bowl  and  we’ll  forget  our  sorrow, 
Drown  all  our  woes  and  leave  them  for  a  morrow. 
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MY  WESTERN  ROSE. 


CORAL  J.  IRISH. 


HE  clock  is  striking  midnight,  the  city  is  asleep, 
And  I,  alone,  am  sitting  in  my  den ; 

The  window  op’ed  before  me,  the  breezes  blowing  in, 
Wafts  to  me  the  scent  of  violets  from  the  glen. 


And  the  fragrance  of  the  roses  on  the  lawn  floats  in  to  me, 

As  I  sit  thinking  here,  alone  in  the  gloom ; 

Ah !  I’m  dreaming  of  a  “Wild-rose,”  and  a  bunch  of  violets,  too, 
Oh,  the  beautiful  moonlight  lures  me  from  the  room. 

Through  the  window  I  step  lightly,  lest  the  silence 'be  disturbed, 
And  I  stand  upon  the  balcony,  as  in  a  dream ; 

The  moon  in  all  her  glory  is  sweeping  thro’  the  sky, 

Majestically  she  wanders  like  a  queen. 

I  stand  as  one  enraptured  with  the  beauty  of  the  scene, 

But  still  dreaming  of  my  little  “Western  Rose,” 

To  me  she’s  grown  so  precious,  and  I  would  that  she  were  here, 

For  I  think  she  is  the  sweetest  flower  that  grows. 

The  stars  that  shine  so  brightly  remind  me  of  her  eyes 

And  the  golden  moonlight  like*  a  touch  of  sunshine  on  her  hair, 

Oh,  of  all  the  lovely  flowers  that  I  ever  knew  and  loved, 

Not  one  with  my  “Western  Rose”  will  compare. 


The  violets,  which  she  sent  me,  I  treasure  more  than  gold, 

They  breathe  to  me  of  innocence  and  love ; 

How  sweet  the  thought  she  gathered  them  with  her  own  fair  hands, 
As  o’er  the  Western  prairies  she  did  rove. 

Oh  Moon !  in  all  your,  all  your  glory,  as  you’re  riding  thro’  the  sky, 
If  you  wish  to  do  a  favor,  that  would  fill  me  with  delight, 
’Twould  seem  to  draw  us  nearer,  for  a  little  while,  at  least, 

Oh,  tell  me!  Are  you  also  shining  on  my  “Western  Rose”  to¬ 
night  ? 
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THOUGHTS. 


MILDRE  OHMERTZ  JOHNSON. 


"MttHAT  are  thoughts? 

Tf  iittprprl  in  timp  mi< 


Words  unspoken, 

If  uttered  in  time  might  have  healed  a  heart  broken. 


What  are  thoughts?  Words  that  we  utter, 
That  blight  sweet  lives  and  make  them  better. 


That  we  did  not  mean,  spoken  in  thoughtless  moment, 

For  the  life  we  blighted  would  give  our  own  in  atonement. 


What  are  thoughts  ?  Sometimes  if  framed  in  word 
Might  have  saved  lost  souls !  Could  they  have  heard. 


Our  thoughts  that  should  have  been,  yet  were  not  spoken, 

Might  have  changed  dark  thoughts  and  left  their  life  a  sweet  token. 

What  are  thoughts?  Words  spoken  in  hatred  and  vengeance  cruel, 
Destroying  lives  of  pure  innocence  like  hot  burning  fuel. 


What  are  thoughts?  God’s  grandest  gift, 
If  along  pure  lives  giving  all  a  kind  lift. 


Sometimes  good,  grand  thoughts,  if  wrongly  quoted, 

Make  common  life  of  one  who’d  be  high  in  renown  had  they  been 
justly  noted. 

But  our  thoughts  will  all  be  worded  aright 
When  read  by  the  One  of  Infinite  might. 
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THE  LAKE  IN  THE  WOODS. 


ELLEN  M.  DEGEN  HART. 


E  wandered  away  one  bright  June  day,  when  all  was  bright  and 


gay, 


To  the  lake  in  the  woods,  where  fairies  dance  and  play: 
Where  the  tall  pines  bow  their  stately  heads, 

And  the  wee  birdies  sleep  in  their  downy  beds. 


O,  lake  in  the  woods,  where  the  pines  bow  low  their  branches  green, 
To  kiss  the  lips  of  the  fairy  queen, 

The  golden  rod  is  the  fairy’s  throne,  so  fair, 

The  lilies  of  the  lake,  her  jewels,  rare. 


O,  lake  of  the  woods,  tho’  years  may  come  and  years  may  go, 

Tho’  still  my  heart  to  sweet  memory  clings,  of  the  love-songs  the 
fairies  sing: 

“If  you  must  go,  then  be  it  so, 

’Tis  hard  to  part,  I  love  you  so.” 


So,  lake  in  the  woods,  beautiful  lake, 

A  blue  wood  daisy,  I’ll  keep  for  sweet  memory’s  sake; 

The  rocks  and  trees,  the  beautiful  water, 

The  love’s  sweet  dream,  the  fairies  have  taught  her, 

The  lilies  of  the  lake,  the  pine  trees  tall,  have  taught  her  a  lesson, 
they  teach  to  all. 


The  woods,  the  shady  wood,  by  the  lake  so  clear, 

Where  oft  they  wandered,  by  the  paths  their  hearts  held  dear ; 
The  fairy  king  sang  songs  of  love  so  true, 

As  they  gathered  the  daisy,  the  flower  of  blue. 

That  grew  by  the  shady  woodland  path  they  knew. 


As  the  fairy  king  placed  on  her  heart  the  flower  of  blue, 

He  sang  this  dear  old  song,  “I’m  wearing  my  heart  away  for  you.” 
O,  lake  in  the  woods,  O  fairy  king,  farewell, 

But  in  my  heart  forever  and  forever  this  love  shall  dwell, 

Farewell,  O,  fairy  king,  you  shady  woods  and  lake,  farewell. 
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IN  HIS  PRESENCE. 


EDITH  H.  SCHOLEN. 


h,  let  me  know  that  Thou  art  dear, 
And  let  me  feel  Thy  presence  near, 
Oh,  speak  to  me  in  Thy  sweet  tone, 
And  tell  me  if  I  am  Thine  own. 


Oh,  let  me  feel  that  Thou  art  here, 
Protecting  me  from  year  to  year, 
Then,  take  me  to  Thy  home  above, 
Where  there  reigns  everlasting  love. 
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THE  SWEET  FACE  AT  THE  GATE. 


NEWTON  C.  SMITH. 


>OME  carriers  were  lounging  in  the  swing-room  down  below, 
And  stories  they  were  telling,  such  as  only  carriers  know  ; 

But  one  of  them  stood  silent,  and  a  tear  was  in  his  eye — 

The  others  laughed,  and  said  “They  hoped  the  brother  would  not 
cry.” 

“Perhaps  Pm  baby-hearted,”  and  he  spoke  most  tenderly, 

“But  there’s  a  wee  tot  on  my  route,  she’s  lying  dead,”  said  he. 

“Her  mother  died  some  time  ago,  and  Bessie  thought  that  I 
Would  bring  to  her  a  letter  from  her  mamma  in  the  sky.” 


“She  was  very  playful,  and  from  me  she’d  often  hide — 

She  seemed  to  be  so  happy,  too,  before  her  mother  died ; 

When  Christmas  came  she’d  scribble  off  a  letter  to  St.  Nick, 

And  say,  ‘Oh,  Mr.  Letter-man,  please  take  this  to  him  quick.’ 

Fair  golden  curls  half  hid  from  view  the  winsome  little  face; 

No  artist,  howe’er  gifted,  could  such  lines  of  beauty  trace; 

But  now,  alas,  her  spirit's  fled  forever  and  for  aye, 

No  more  she’ll  ask  for  letters  from  her  mamma  in  the  sky. 

“  ’Mid  smelter  fumes  her  father  toiled  for  twelve  long  hours  each 
day; 

The  wolf  that  looked  into  the  door  could  scarce  be  kept  at  bay ; 

So  little  Bess  was  lonely,  and  for  me  she’d  ever  wait — 

I  never,  never  shall  forget  that  sweet  face  at  the  gate. 

One  day  I  missed  the  little  one ;  a  red  flag  hung  outside, 

A  dread  disease  had  stricken  her,  and  yesterday  she  died. 

She  whispered  to  her  father,  as  she  closed  her  weary  eyes — 

‘He’s  brought  the  letter,  papa  dear,  from  mamma  in  the  skies.’  ” 
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MEMORIES. 


MARY  H.  WHEELER  ROBINSON. 


f 


IS  long,  long  years  ago  (methinks  it  is), 
Since  you,  my  child,  didst  play 
Upon  the  dear  home  floor ; 

To  me  it  seemed  there  ne'er  was  such  a  child 
So  fleet  of  foot,  so  glad  and  joyous 
As  thou  wast  of  yore. 


Thou  wast  a  little  lad  then  (scarcely  four), 
How  sweet  and  clear  the  memory 
Comes  back  again  to  me ! 

That  happy,  boyish  face,  so  full  of  joy, 

Thy  life  was  nothing  then  but  bliss 
And  purest  pleasure  unto  thee. 


And  as  I  watched  that  happy  face  of  thine, 

Rosy  and  bright,  with  dampened  curls 
Clinging  to  thy  brow, 

A  vague,  unspoken  thought  flashed  thru  my  mind, 
Of  all  the  future  yet  unknown  to  thee — 

The  then  and  now ! 


How  you  must  try  the  paths  of  life  alone; 
How  round  those  tender  little  feet, 
Flitting  to  and  fro 

’Neath  fairest  flowers,  dire  evils  lurk, 

To  lead  from  holy  purposes  and  true 
To  evil  passions  low. 


But  no !  thanks  be  to  God  who  rules  above ! 
His  hand  shall  shelter  thee,  and  bring 
Thee  to  that  Home. 

Then  we  shall  clasp  each  other’s  hands  again 
And  wear  the  crown  of  Life,  which  He 
Can  give  to  us,  alone. 
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MY  WHITE  DOVE. 


MRS.  LOU  GARRISON. 

COME  back,  my  white  dove,  come  home  to  your  nest, 
Your  poor  wings  are  weary,  ancl  I  feel  they  need  rest. 
The  water  is  sparkling,  the  sky  is  blue, 

And  white  dove,  your  dearie  is  waiting  for  you. 

CHORUS. 

Come  home,  white  dove, 

And  coo,  coo,  coo,  coo,  coo 
To  your  poor  lonely  dearie, 

Whose  heart  aches  for  you. 


Last  night  in  a  vision  you  hovered  o’er  me, 

Your  sweet  lips  were  laughing,  your  eyes  filled  with  glee; 
The  perfume  of  roses  pervaded  the  air, 

And  you,  O !  my  white  dove,  were  so  gay  and  so  fair. 


O !  come  home,  white  dove,  come  home  to  me  now, 
My  poor  heart  is  aching,  and  pale  is  your  brow ; 
I’ll  shield  thee  forever,  my  pure  white  dove, 

And  we’ll  live  in  a  home  of  perfect  love. 
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EASTER. 


MARY  H.  WHEELER  ROBINSON. 

AIL,  blessed  Easter  morn ! 

Bright  emblem  of  that  day 

When  Christ,  our  Savior,  Lord, 
Became  the  Living  Way. 

He  burst  the  prison  bands 
For  all  humanity; 

We  celebrate  once  more 
His  resurrection  day. 

Though  soon  He  went  away 
From  man’s  adoring  sight, 

He  left  His  blessed  Word 
To  cherish  through  the  night. 

Truly  the  night  is  dark, 

The  world  groans  on  in  pain ; 

Forgetting  why  He  died, 

Striving  for  Peace  in  vain. 

List  to  His  words  again : 

“For  if  I  go  today, 

I  will  return  in  glory  bright 
And  take  you  all  away.” 

The  time  seems  very  long, 

And  many  soon  forget 

There  is  coming  shortly  now 
A  blessed  Easter  yet. 

’Twill  far  outshine  this  day, 

As  day  outshines  the  night; 

He  comes  to  right  each  wrong 
And  rule  in  love  and  might. 

So  let  us  all  rejoice 

And  work  and  watch  and  pray, 

For  soon  He’ll  come  in  power 
And  reign  eternally. 
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OUR  DISCOVERY. 


CLARE  N.  CUMMINS. 

*Jf|%lSHEARTENED,  weary  and  wan, 
yip  At  the  close  of  one  bright  day, 

Out  from  Madrid,  rode  slowly, 

Columbus,  sad,  bent — sad  and  gray. 


Aid  he’d  sought  for  his  explorations, 
In  Italy,  Portugal,  Spain ; 

The  kings  did  but  deride  him ; 

Their  help  he  sought  in  vain. 


But  hark !  Then  calls  a  voice — 
Return !  O,  Columbus,  return ! 
Isabella  will  sell  the  crown  jewels, 
Your  cause  she  will  not  spurn. 


In  behalf  of  Christianity, 

For  the  heathen  over  the  sea. 

She  will  furnish  you  ships  and  men, 
And  whatever  there  need  be. 


Hence  the  Pinta,  Nina,  Maria, 

Out  on  the  sea  set  sail, 

October  the  eleventh,  fourteen  ninety-two, 
Bade  us  poor  people  hail. 


So  praise  be  unto  woman, 

That  here  Christ’s  love  may  be; 
As  much  as  to  man  the  glory 
For  Columbia,  blessed  and  free. 
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A  FAILURE  I,  PRAY  WHY? 


WILLIAM  R.  HAINS. 


FAILURE  I?  If  so,  pray  why — 

’Tis  not  because  I  ne’er  did  try; 

I’ve  struggled  on,  both  day  and  night, 
Thro’  gathering  clouds  or  sunshine  bright, 
But  did  I  aye  use  all  my  might — 

If  not,  pray  why?. 


A  failure  I?  If  so,  pray  why? 

Am  I  alone  beneath  the  sky, 

Do  all  succeed  except  poor  me, 

To  give  the  lie  to  Fate’s  decree? 

Luck  ne’er  was  mine ;  is  that  my  plea — 
If  not,  pray  why? 


I’ve  failed,  have  I?  If  so,  pray  why? 
Can  mortal  man  my  fate  descry, 
Because  in  life’s  uncertain  pace 
Am  I  beneath  all  saving  grace — 

If  not,  pray  why? 


I’ve  failed,  have  I?  If  not,  pray  why? 
Because  whene’er  I  truly  try, 
Although  by  doubts  I  am  assailed, 

I  often  feel  that  I’ve  prevailed ; 

And  yet  you  think  I’ve  really  failed — 
If  so,  pray  why? 
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IF  YOU  LOVE  ME,  TELL  ME  SO. 


MRS.  M.  L.  D.  CULVER. 


IS  a  sad  refrain, 

Sing  it  over  again, 

Sing  it  soft  and  low ! 

I  would  like  to  hear 
From  your  lips  so  dear 

If  you  love  me,  just  tell  me  so! 


Then  a  glad  refrain 
I  would  explain 

To  you,  as  onward  we  go! 
Would  you  not  like  to  hear 
Kind  words  for  to  cheer 

From  one  that  loves  you  so  ? 


If  we  could  be  only  one 
In  the  race  we  run 
As  through  life  we  go ! 

It  would  surely  cheer 
My  poor  heart  to  hear 

If  you  love  me,  tell  me  so ! 

Then  no  more  to  roam, 

But  together  at  home 
We  would  ever  happy  be. 
Together  we  would  pray 
While  in  this  world  we  stay — 
If  you  love  me,  tell  me  so ! 
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LOST ! 


M.  SOPHIE  MCDONALD. 


OST,  strayed  or  stolen ! 

A  lover  bold  with  graces  olden, 

On  the  road  to  Eternal  Happiness, 
Somewhere  between  Love’s  Wild  Suddenness 
And  the  enchanted  Realm  of  Blessedness ! 


’Twas  when  hummeth  bees, 

And  one  the  gay  flowers  sees, 

In  the  soft,  balmy  air  of  morning, 
Not  heeding  tears  or  warning, 

Of  her  he  was  thus  ever  scorning. 


Giveth  back,»0  cruel  Fate, 

The  child  of  thy  matchless  state ! 
Let  him  roam  forevermore 
In  true  Love’s  blessed  lore, 

Till  passeth  many  a  score ! 
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LONGINGS  FOR  HOME. 


ELLA  F.  HASLIP. 


Y  heart  goes  out  in  longings 
For  the  old  home  nest, 

It  is  born  within  our  nature 
To  love  our  own  the  best. 


I  long  to  see  that  dear,  sweet  face, 
Now  furrowed  deep  with  care, 
That  once  was  just  as  beautiful 
And  as  the  lilies  fair. 


Could  I  but  take  one  little  peep 
Within  that  dear  old  home, 

I’d  press  my  lips  on  mother’s  cheek 
And  never  more  would  roam. 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


29 


MY  BONNIE. 


J.  SATTERFIELD. 


E  watched  the  old  year  out, 

My  bonnie,  you  and  I ; 

No  thought  of  fear  or  doubt, 
No  cause  for  tear  or  sigh. 
With  laughter,  jest  and  song 
The  glad  newr  year  to  greet, 
No  thought  of  grief  or  wrong 
That  we  so  soon  must  meet. 


The  wrong,  not  ours,  bonnie, 
And  God  is  just  and  true; 
His  mercy  holds  us,  bonnie, 

My  dear  lost  love,  adieu ! 

In  the  new  year’s  dawn,  bonnie, 
Our  eyes  with  tears  are  wet; 
For  us,  O !  dear,  lost  bonnie, 
The  sun  of  life  has  set. 
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“CONGO.” 


LAWRENCE  M’K.  BOYD. 


H !  King,  with  silvered  beard,  who  sitteth  there 
Upon  thy  golden  throne,  the  patriarch’s  guise 
Masking  the  cruel  plottings  of  a  heart 
So  black  insatiate  Nero  would  have  blushed 
To  own  its  parentage,  and  with  a  pulse 
Unquickened,  and  a  heart  unstirred  by  throb 
Of  aught  that’s  merciful  or  just — Beware ! 

The  crimson  lash  of  torture  thou  hast  laid 
Upon  a  bleeding  nation’s  back — Beware, 

The  reeking  sword  with  which  thou  dealest  death ! 


Oh,  vaunted  civilization !  are  thine  ears 
Deaf  to  the  curdling  shriek,  and  does  the  stench 
That  rises  from  a  slaughtered  race,  diffuse 
But  fragrance  to  thy  nostril,  while  the  greed 
And  lust  of  gold  begets  the  lust  of  blood  ? 

Oh !  men  of  Christendom !  have  ye  so  soon 
Forgot  the  proud  and  flaunting  promise,  spoke 
Unto  the  infidel,  untutored  slave — 

“The  brotherhood  of  man,  the  fatherhood 
Of  God”?  Has  sight  of  undefended  wealth 
Dehumanized  the  race?  The  siren  voice 
Of  an  unholy  pleasure — born  to  thee 
Of  robbery  and  rapine — dulled  thine  ear 
To  the  sad  echo  of  the  Titan  groan 
Across  the  sea  ?  Oh  !  mockery  of  Heaven ! 

That  it  should  be  where’er  on  savage  shore 
The  blessed  cross  is  raised  by  sinful  man, 

Its  outstretched  arms  are  but  the  mockery, 

Where  the  foul,  carrion  vulture-brood  may  perch 
And  whet  rapacious  beak,  above  the  prey 
Of  quivering  victims  weltering  ’neath  its  shade — 
That  shade  to  which  they  come  in  simple  faith — 
Lured  by  the  beck  of  the  unhallowed  hand 
Which  holds  the  Cross,  as  shield  for  butchery ! 
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God !  is  Thy  symbol  thus  to  be  defiled, 

And  is  Thy  vengeance  thus  to  be  denied 
By  arch-degenerates?  God!  shall  the  savage  blood 
Welling  from  headless,  mutilated  forms, 

Which  bore  Thine  image,  thus  cry  out  in  vain? 
Shall  outraged  virtue  of  the  heathen  maid 
Appeal  unanswered  to  Thy  spotless  throne, 

And  brutal  lash  be  plied,  and  reeking  sword 
Be  thrust,  until  the  primal  forests  ring 
With  echo  of  an  untold  agony? 

Nay !  the  great  heart  which  did  not  view,  unmoved, 
The  infant  sparrow's  fall,  shall  not  remain 
Untouched  at  sight  of  this  great  infamy. 

Nor  shall  the  voice,  whose  thunderous  command 
Made  ev’n  the  nether  Hell  to  quake,  be  always  mute ! 

Oh,  King !  with  hoary  head,  and  silvered  beard, 

Who  sittest  on  thy  throne  in  patriarch’s  guise, 

Thy  cringing  form  shall  bow,  thy  throne  shall  rock 
And,  crumbling,  mingle  with  the  bloody  dust 
Of  these  thy  slain,  and  thy  unshriven  soul 
Be  swept  among  the  wailing  echoes,  wrung 
From  those  who  wait  to  greet — their  murderer ! 
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WINE. 


JOS.  H.  HARRIS. 


YOUNG  man  starts  out  on  Life’s  busy  way, 
Bright,  young  and  handsome,  happy  and  gay; 

He  has  money  and  friends,  with  God  for  his  creed. 
And  kind,  loving  parents,  what  more  does  he  need? 
But  alas!  as  he  journeys  ’mid  pleasures  so  fine, 

He  meets  with  a  stranger,  they  call  him  friend  Wine. 


“Hello,  my  young  friend,  I  am  glad  we  have  met  ; 
You  look  very  blue,  you  are  lonesome,  I  bet. 

It  is  dull,  to  be  sure,  for  a  fine  fellow  like  you 
To  labor  all  day  over  problems  old  and  new. 
Come,  go  out  with  me,  I  will  show  you  the  way 
To  enjoy  life  and  drive  trouble  away. 


“So  come  join  my  party,  it  leads  to  no  harm, 

And  to  make  us  more  jolly,  drink  one  glass  of  wine!” 
As  onward  they  wander  through  pleasures  all  glowing, 
Each  hour  new  pleasures,  each  minute  new  joys, 

He  heeds  not  the  way,  friends  and  money  are  going, 
Nor  hears  his  dear  mother  calling  her  boy. 


’Tis  too  late  now  to  trouble  your  heart-broken  parents, 
They  are  laid  down  to  rest  ’neath  the  tall  waving  pine ; 
Your  money  and  friends  alike  have  departed, 

Don’t  rave  like  a  demon,  it  is  no  fault  of  mine. 

You  thought  me  a  friend — ha  !  ha !  how  cunning ! 

Did  ever  man  find  a  true  friend  in  wine? 


HOPE. 


EDITH  GILBERT. 


HERE  is  that  which  makes  the  eyes  grow  dim, 
And  the  locks  of  youth  grow  gray; 

But  the  eyes  grow  bright,  hy  a  gentle  hand, 
'Tis  the  spirit  of  Hope,  they  say. 


Sweet  spirit  of  Hope,  it  lifts  the  gloom 
And  gives  to  the  weary  heart 
A  calm  of  peace  and  voice  of  trust, 

Blest  gleam  in  doubt  and  dark. 

* 

O  Hope,  with  thy  snowy  wings  of  peace, 
Abide  while  the  shadows  stay ; 

Till  the  sands  of  time  have  run  their  course, 
Each  grain  of  grief  fall’ll  away. 
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JUST  A  FEW  MORE  YEARS. 


SUSIE  ADAIR. 


UST  a  few  more  years 
To  shed  these  bitter  tears, 

Just  a  few  more  troubles 
And  fights  and  struggles, 

Then  we  can  hear  our  Master  say — 
“Come  and  with  me  stay.” 


Just  a  few  more  years 
At  us  the  world  may  jeer, 

Just  a  few  more  heart-aches, 

Just  a  few  more  hand-shakes, 

Then  we  will  go  to  our  home  up  yonder 
From  which  we  never  more  will  wander. 


Just  a  few  more  years 
These  friends  to  be  near ; 

Just  a  few  more  years 
Till  Christ’s  voice  we  may  hear 
Bidding  us  a  joyous  welcome 
To  our  new  Jerusalem  home. 

Just  a  few  more  years 
On  earth  our  bark  to  steer ; 

Then  no  more  tears, 

Or  troubles  or  fears, 

For  a  happy  eternity  we’ll  spend 
With  Christ  and  the  angels  ever  near. 
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MIDNIGHT  VIGIL. 


MARY  O'DONNELL  BOOTH. 

H !  moon  so  fair !  oh !  stars  so  bright ! 
Shed  softly  thy  refulgent  light; 

My  mother  wings  from  earth  her  flight, 
And  wakes  with  God  in  Heaven,  tonight. 


In  Angel  form,  oh,  mother  mine! 
May  I  so  blest  by  God  divine 
Behold  thee  in  Celestial  Clime, 

And  worship  with  thee  at  His  shrine. 


From  thy  bright  home,  oh,  mother  dear, 
Wilt  thou  not  come  my  heart  to  cheer? 
And  let  me  feel  thy  presence  near, 

To  soothe  to  slumber  every  fear. 

I  miss  thee  so,  yet  God  knows  best, 

“He  giveth  His  beloved  rest,” 

And  thou  dost  slumber,  pillowed  low, 

With  loved  ones  where  wild-flowerets  blow. 
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A  GRAVE  QUESTION. 


G.  VALLA  NCE. 


AIL!  tombstone:  thou  whose  aged  head 
Hast  oft  been  crowned  with  snow, 

Canst  thou  not  help  us  find  out  what 
Love  seeks  in  vain  to  know. 

Why  many  to  their  graves  are  brought 
Ere  half  their  work  in  life  is  wrought, 
Can  they  not  find  or  must  they  miss 
The  path  of  life  with  all  its  bliss? 
’Mong  men  there  is  not  one  to  tell  us 
Why  Death,  to  youthful  hope,  is  callous. 


To  such  a  wild  outrageous  mood. 

The  gravestone  nothing  said : 

It  stood,  as  it  had  always  stood, 

Unmoved,  but  on  its  face  I  read : 

“Do  not  to  nature  fakers  lightly  give 

An  option  on  the  life  you  fain  would  live, 
But  if  these  lesser  gods  thy  doom  have  fixed 
Know ;  dying  is  not  woe  unmixed, 

Men  live,  not  by  escaping  death. 

But  through  it,  gain  another  breath. 
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WOULDN’T  YOU  LIKE  TO? 


MAE  M.  SMITH. 


EATED  in  the  park  one  morning,  I  became  aware 
Of  another  there  beside  me,  it  was  a  maiden  fair, 


Oh!  so  sweet  was  she  to  look  on,  such  a  bonny  girl, 

With  a  pretty  face,  and  charming,  and  such  a  winsome  curl. 
Pretty  soon  we  got  acquainted,  desperately  in  love  was  I, 

When,  said  she,  smiling  all  the  while,  so  charming  and  so  shy — 


“Wouldn’t  you  like  to  drop  the  ‘Miss’  and  call  me  ‘Lily  dear?’ 
Wouldn’t  you  like  to  steal  a  kiss  while’st  I  am  sitting  near? 
Wouldn’t  you  like  to  clasp  your  arms  around  me  and  to  say — 

“I  love  you,  darling,  yes  I  do.”  Then  if  you  would,  why  don’t  you? 
Why  don’t  you?  Why  don’t  you? 

If  you  would  like  to,  why  don’t,  you? 


Wouldn’t  you  like  to  sit  up  closer,  and  to  hold  my  hand? 

Wouldn’t  you  like  to  whisper  fondly,  “Here’s  my  name,  my  wealth, 
my  land? 

Wouldn’t  you  like  to  know  me  better,  and  to  win  my  love? 
Wouldn’t  you  like  to  be  able  to  call  me  ‘your  own  white  dove?’ 
Wouldn’t  you  like  to  have  me,  darling,  for  your  bonny  bride? 
Wouldn’t  you  like  to  have  me  always  seated  by  your  side  ? 
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THE  CROWNING  JUBILEE. 


AARON  K.  TUTTLE. 


^IT'HERE  is  in  the  beautiful  city  above 
\£^A  wonderful  treasure,  the  guerdon  of  love ; 

The  earth  hath  no  bounties  that  with  it  compare, 
The  life-crown  of  glory  the  ransomed  shall  wear. 

O,  glorious  day !  when  the  blest  shall  arise, 

And  meet  in  the  city  of  love  in  the  skies ; 

A  jubilant  throng  in  their  robes  glory  bright, 

With  angel  harps  thrilling  their  songs  with  delight. 


With  all  gathered  home  from  the  land  and  the  sea, 

O,  then  what  a  grand  jubilee  there  will  be; 

While  each  is  receiving  a  crown  from  the  king, 

With  their  songs  and  hosannas  the  Great  City  will  ring. 


The  cross  and  the  shackels  of  earth  left  behind, 

They  will  meet  ’round  the  throne  of  their  King  great  and  kind, 
With  the  beautiful  crown  He  will  halo  each  brow, 

And  breathe  these  sweet  words  they  may  hear  even  now. 

“O,  take  thy  reward,  blessed  child  of  my  fold ; 

’Tis  richer  than  all  earthly  jewels  and  gold ; 

An  emblem,  triumphal,  in  honor  to  thee, 

My  pledge  for  thy  dwelling  in  glory  with  me.” 

With  all  gathered  home  from  the  land  and  the  sea, 

O,  then  what  a  grand  jubilee  there  will  be; 

With  their  songs  and  hosannas  the  Great  City  will  ring, 

And  all  will  be  crowned  “joint  heirs  with  their  King.” 
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AUTUMN. 


ALICE  C.  PAYNE. 


HE  roses  are  gone,  but  the  beautiful  glow 
Of  the  goldenrod  spreads  over  valley  and  hill, 

The  yellow  grain  waves  as  the  chilly  winds  blow, 

And  the  brook  with  its  brightness  is  murmuring  still. 


The  leaves  their  color  turns  from  green  to  gold, 
Fluttering  and  whirling,  fall  to  the  ground. 

The  grass  and  the  flowers  they  shield  from  the  cold, 
Which  keeps  them  sleeping  all  Winter  long,  sound. 


The  vines  that  stretch  and  boughs  that  bend, 
Rich  clusters  of  fruit  are  beginning  to  show. 
The  purple-tinged  asters  and  goldenrod  blend, 
As  the  gentle  breeze  swings  them  to  and  fro. 


The  birds  have  ceased  their  chirp  and  song, 
And  the  meadows  are  brown  and  sear, 
The  pattering  nuts  fall  all  day  long, 
Which  tells  that  Autumn  is  here. 
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HEROES  IN  PHILIPPINE  AND  CUBAN  WARS. 

JOHN  BOND. 


EWEY  in  the  Naval  Court  you  can  plainly  see, 
His  findings  of  a  hero  in  the  land  of  the  free, 
Schley  was  in  command  while  upon  the  sea, 
And  entitled  credit  due  for  the  glorious  victory. 


Chorus : 

Glory  !  glory !  glory !  the  nation’s  honor  save, 
Glory !  glory !  glory !  the  true  and  the  brave. 
Glory !  glory !  to  those  sleeping  in  the  grave, 
While  the  stars  and  stripes  o’er  them  wave. 


The  “Flying  Squadron”  sailed,  you  all  know, 

From  the  cruise  off  Cienfugos  to  Santiago, 

And  the  escape  of  the  Spanish  Fleet  is  a  blow, 
When  the  Navy’s  gallant  boys  were  wanting  a  show. 


When  the  Spanish  Fleet  was  seen,  sailing  from  the  shore, 
Schley  ordered  his  men  to  the  guns  once  more, 

And  at  close  range  stood  the  noble  commodore, 

Amidst  the  powder  smoke,  and  the  cannon’s  roar. 


He  ordered  the  Massachusetts  to  quickly  teach. 

The  New  Orleans  “Iowa”  after  dinner  go  in  each, 

When  Cervera’s  Fleet  has  sailed  within  reach, 

The  cannon  balls  drove  the  hulks  upon  the  beach. 

It  is  a  great  nation,  we  have  here  today, 

Sampson  and  Chadwick,  ten  thousand  dollars  pay, 

And  Schley,  Cook  and  Clark,  seven  thousand  dollars  to  stay, 
It  pays  now  to  be  ten  thousand  miles  away. 
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THE  MONTHS  OF  THE  YEAR. 


HENRY  FISCHER. 


cyf  ANUARY  is  the  first  month  of  the  year,  you  know, 
j)  Followed  close  by  bleak  February,  with  its  ice  and  snow, 

**  Then  we  have  the  cold  March  winds,  which  will  quickly  bring 
April  showers,  and  May  flowers,  and  forest  birds  to  sing. 


June  then  follows  next  in  line,  bringing  good  cheer, 
With  the  glorious  month,  July,  which  is  hot  and  clear, 
August  is  the  month  that  fruit  begins  to  ripen, 

And  then  conies  Harvest  in  September  for  to  gather. 


October  comes,  and  turns  the  green  leaves  that  we  see  to  gold, 
And  then  along  comes  cold  November,  which  brings  the  first  snow, 
This  month  brings  Thanksgiving  Day,  and  then  we  have  straw  rides, 
And  then  December  comes  along,  and  brings  us  Giristmastide. 


Now,  some  folks  like  the  Summer, 
And  others  like  the  Fall, 

But  Winter  and  the  Springtime, 

I  think  are  best  of  all. 
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BITTER  SWEET  MEMORIES. 


MILTON  HANKS. 


W 


EARY  and  ill  at  ease  was  I,  wishing  for  home  and  mother, 
My  hands  were  idle  on  my  work,  I  wished  it  all  were  over, 
That  trial  so  long  and  hard  to  bear, 

For  try  as  I  would  I  could  not  forget  her,  my  mother, 

Oh,  why  was  she  taken,  in  anguish  I  moaned, 

So  pure  and  so  good  to  me,  her  wayward  son, 

Words  would  be  free  could  I  but  tell  of  thee, 

Though  again  in  fancy  your  dear  form  I  seem  to  see. 


In  my  dreams  as  I  gaze  on  that  dear  little  cot, 
In  the  doorway  I  see  you  still  there, 

To  welcome  me  home  from  my  work  on  the  farm 
With  a  smile  on  your  sweet  face  so  fair. 

Only  one  week,  and  now  you  are  gone,  mother, 
They  took  you  from  me  and  laid  you  away, 
Where  now  lilies  bloom  on  your  grave,  mother, 
And  beautiful  snow  flowers  in  the  breezes  sway. 


Long  and  most  bitter  has  been  my  wild  grief, 

Tho’  now,  ’tis  less  poignant  and  to  some  extent  spent ; 
I’ll  return  to  our  little  low  cot,  better  so ; 

And  in  its  quiet  I’ll  try  to  be  content. 

I  know  thou  art  happy  up  there,  mother, 

Singing  with  angels  happy  and  bright, 

Oh,  teach  me,  my  angel  mother,  with  love, 

To  be  good  that  I  may  meet  thee  above.” 
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DO  NOT  LOVE  MOTHER  TOO  LATE. 


JENNIE  C.  LOUNSBERRY. 


HE  was  once  so  young  and  fair, 

Now  there’s  silver  in  her  hair ; 

And  we  soon  must  part  forever  from  her  love, 
For  I  know  she  is  aware, 

And  for  us  she  will  prepare, 

A  home  in  that  blest  land  so  far  above. 


Oh !  be  kind  and  good  and  true, 

For  she’s  loved  and  worked  for  you ; 

And  we  all  have  had  our  share  from  her  toil, 

But  from  her  we  all  must  part, 

And  ’twill  almost  break  our  heart, 

When  we  know  she  has  been  placed  beneath  the  soil. 


There  is  sorrow,  care  and  pain. 

In  the  face  you  now  think  plain, 

But  her  heart  is  as  it  was  in  days  of  yore ; 

Do  not  wait  until  too  late, 

And  she’s  passed. beyond  the  gate, 

That  will  never  let  you  come  and  plead  restore. 


Now’s  the  time  to  be  good  and  kind, 

And  let  sunshine  through  the  blind, 

To  the  heart  that  longs  and  hungers  for  your  love ; 
Love  her  more  than  in  the  past, 

Make  her  happy  while  she  lasts, 

That  you  may  pass  the  golden  gate  above. 
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FAR  FROM  FRIENDS. 


CHARLES  LEISCHER. 


Jf 


ROM  my  friends  I  have  gone  afar 
To  the  land  where  the  Cascade  Mountains  are 
Where  the  savage,  grizzly  bears  roam 
And  the  mountain  lions  make  their  home. 


If  my  dear  friends  I  could  see, 

Oh,  how  happy  I  would  be, 

I  would  shake  hands  all  around 
And  my  heart  with  joy  would  bound. 

I  would  tell  them  of  the  land  where  I’d  been, 
And  the  many  things  I  have  seen, 

Of  hills  and  valleys  high  and  low, 

And  of  mountains  covered  with  snow. 


I  would  tell  them  of  the  boundless  sea, 
Where  the  storm  king  and  the  mermaids  be, 
Of  the  proud  ships  that  swiftly  sail 
And  of  the  spouting  of  the  monster  whale. 


Of  green  fields  where  on  a  sunny  day 
The  innocent  young  conies  come  and  play, 
Of  the  mountain’s  awful  cragged  way, 
Where  panthers  lurk  and  seize  their  prey. 


Of  beautiful  orchards  and  fine  homes, 

With  nice  yards  and  homes  with  fancy  domes, 
Where  the  song  birds  warble  all  day  long 
And  flower  gardens  with  happy  children  throng. 
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THE  PHILIPPINE  SCOUTS. 


MARTIN  LEIPOLD. 


W 


E  are  the  Philippine  Scouts  of  P.  I.  U.  S.  A. 

We  are  here  for  a  visit,  we  are  not  going  to  stay, 
Our  dear  native  country  we  have  made  noble  and  grand, 
We  are  now  united,  and  together  we  stand. 

We  are  justly  proud  of  the  United  States  sovereignity, 
And  we  hope  it  will  last  until  eternity. 

Should  we  be  called  upon  in  fight  to  show  our  mettle. 
You  can  rest  assured  that  dispute  we  will  settle. 


Don’t  think  we  are  niggers  because  our  color  is  dark, 

If  you  see  us  with  a  lady,  that  is  just  for  a  lark, 

Our  sweethearts  we  left  behind  in  our  native  land, 

To  whom  we  have  promised  alone  our  heart  and  hand. 
Like  yours,  our  fathers  fought  for  liberty, 

That  we  may  enjoy  life,  be  happy  and  be  free, 

We  know  ours  is  the  best  country  in  all  the  land. 

And  we  deem  it  an  honor  to  be  at  its  command. 


Chorus : 

We  are  truly  loval  to  the  U.  S.  A. 

In  the  Philippines  that  flag  must  stay ; 

No  foreign  foe  can  ever  take  it  from  us  away, 

We  will  defend  it  until  the  judgment  day. 

Three  cheers  and  a  tiger,  hip,  hip,  hurray, 

Let’s  hear  your  shouts  for  the  Philippine  Scouts,  Hip,  Hip,  Hip, 
Hurray. 
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A  HAPPY  FAMILY. 


ALICE  MAY  RICKY. 


H !  such  a  happy  family, 

As  Gems  of  Poesy’s  writers  are, 

They  seem  to  agree  so  perfectly 
Scattering  their  gems  afar. 

Yes,  we  will  sow  them  broadcast, 

Send  them  to  each  home  in  the  land, 
They’ll  grasp  the  thought  and  hold  it  fast, 
For  we  are  a  generous  band. 


Just  a  band  of  co-workers 

Gathering  up  gems  of  thought, 

This  gift  is  from  God,  our  Father, 

When  on  bended  knees  ’tis  sought. 
Let  us  improve  our  time  as  best  we  can, 
Making  use  of  the  talent  given, 

For  life  at  best  is  but  a  span, 

May  our  barks  be  anchored  in  Heaven. 


May  each  writer  have  unbounded  success, 

Is  the  wish  of  a  true,  staunch  friend, 

May  the  all  wise  Father  own  and  bless, 

Help  keep  and  save  us  all  to  the  end. 

And  our  editor  who  takes  the  prominent  part, 

For  without  him  we  could  do  nothing, 

He  sure  holds  a  warm  spot  in  each  heart, 

Here’s  three  cheers  for  him  till  the  woods  ring. 
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THE  LOST  SISTER. 


MRS.  M.  H.  MARKS. 

NE  sister  is  gone,  is  she  sailing  on  the  sea? 

She  was  a  darling  like  unto  you  and  like  me, 

She  is  very  young,  beautiful,  loving  and  kind, 

Out  from  the  home-fold,  some  where  pleasure  to  find, 

The  poor  sinking  brother,  and  the  wayward  lost  sheep, 
Like  the  dear  wandering  boy,  are  all  rescued  to  keep, 
Where,  tell  us,  where  is  that  sister,  away  to  weep, 

She  may  be  ebbing  toward  the  mad  whirlpool  deep. 


Oh,  where  is  that  sister,  so  very,  very  dear, 

The  great  wide  world  we  will  travel  far  and  near, 

Oh,  how  we  grieve  and  strive,  that  lost  truant  to  find. 
Like  the  young  prodigal,  may  she  find  a  home  as  kind. 


Out  with  the  brave  militia,  go  where  you  will, 

And  tell  her  there  is  a  friend  that  loves  her  still, 
Hasten,  ere  she  sinks  in  the  bottomless  grave, 
And  tell  her  you  have  come  her  dear  life  to  save. 


Yes,  we’ll  rescue  her  from  the  wide  yawning  grave, 
Hardships  are  no  barrier,  our  soldiers  are  brave; 
Listen,  Jesus  the  Saviour,  sister,  He’s  calling, 

Hear  Him,  sister,  and  return  from  thy  wandering. 


My  heart  that  was  laden  with  grief  and  sadness, 

Is  made  to  rejoice  and  o’erflow  with  gladness; 
That  sister  that  was  out  from  the  dear  home-fold, 
Has  returned  untarnished,  as  the  purest  gold. 
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STRAYED  THOUGHTS. 


GEO.  S.  JOHNSON. 


OME  thoughts  may  just  go  astraying 
Like  the  wind,  will  scatter  death  leaves, 

To  prevent  those  thoughts  from  decaying 

We  must  separate  the  grain  from  the  sheaves, 
And  sow  them  on  soil  we’re  preparing, 

It’s  the  harvest  for  which  we  are  caring, 

After  carefully  rooting  out  all  the  weeds. 

I  thought  like  a  flower  just  budding, 

Imprisoned  in  a  non  concord  cell, 

Must  wait  its  time  for  unfolding 
And  break  thru  its  outermost  shell. 

Real  patient  we’re  awaiting  the  hour 
Till  judgment  we  pass  on  the  flower. 

Which  on  its  fragrance  or  hue  we  may  tell. 


All  thoughts  of  those  for  whom  we  are  caring 
Should  naturally  be  just  ones  and  true, 

And  planted  in  soil  we’re  preparing 
Wfiere  its  scene  be  a  wonderful  few 
To  attract  all  who  for  knowledge  are  craving, 
And  no  barriers  in  thoughts  are  delaying, 

All  secrets  of  our  lives  old  or  new. 
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THE  FLAG  THAT  CAME  TO  STAY. 


GENUS  JEROME  J.  GARRETT. 


ASHINGTON  led  those  men,  brave,  fearless  and  bold, 
795/  Who  were  never  conquered  by  any  monarch  of  old, 
That  hero  with  few  who  dashed  at  dawn  of  day, 

They  caused  the  flag  that  came  to  stay. 


With  freedom,  down  the  steps  one  quickly  fled, 
They  gave  him  gold,  then  they  wished  him  dead. 
Much  good  with  it  he  could  do,  and  cash  to  pay 
In  aid  of  the  flag  that  came  to  stay. 

One,  Paul  Jones,  some  simple  words  he  said  ; 
Which  caused  his  foes  much  fear  and  dread, 

E’er  their  ships  at  the  bottom  they’d  lay, 

When  he  displayed  the  flag  that  came  to  stay. 


When  Lafayette,  this  country  came  to  see ; 
And  drive  the  tyrants  from  the  land  of  free, 
Which  caused  two  nations  a  part  to  play, 

For  honor  of  the  flag  that  came  to  stay. 


Marion’s  band  of  mounted  steeds  swiftly  tread; 
They  alarmed  their  foes,  which  quickly  fled, 

For  in  that  swamp  not  long  they’d  idly  lay, 

’Till  they’d  strike  for  the  flag,  that  came  to  stay. 


In  1812  some  fearful  words  Great  Britain  said, 
Causing  our  ships  to  stand  in  fear  and  dread. 
Until  “Old  Hickory”  with  force  did  boldly  say, 
“By  the  Eternal !  It’s  the  flag  that  came  to  stay.” 

Tried  in  ’61  to  haul  it  down,  and  on  it  tread ; 

’Till  fields  were  strewn  and  “Old  Abe”  was  dead. 

O !  the  fearful  price  of  human  blood  we  did  pay, 

To  again  restore  the  flag  that  came  to  stay. 


Then  bless  the  lucky  star  that  caused  Betsy  Ross 
To  make  such  a  design  of  silk,  bunting  and  floss, 
Those  aged  comrades  all  will  follow  and  pass  away, 
Who  redeemed  the  flag  that  came  to  stay. 
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WATER-MILLON  BOUND. 


WILKINS  C.  SPICER. 


ALK  about  the  sin  ob  Adam  in  de  scriptures  long  ago, 

How  he  was  all  “led  off”  by  his  wife, 

He  was  made  to  eat  de  apple  and  from  that  time,  I  am  sho, 
He  “worked”  for  a  livin’  all  his  life. 

Had  it  been  water  millon  instid  ob  de  apple  core, 

’Cept  Miss  Eve  had  scraped  it  too  close  to  de  rind, 

I’d  hab  scused  ole  brudder  Adam  a  thousand  times  an’  more, 
’Cause  I  am  “water  millon  bound”  all  de  time. 


Give  me  de  water-millon  that  am  smilin’  in  de  dew, 

Jest  before  de  sun  begins  to  shine, 

’Cause  I  am  bound  for  to  hab  it,  spite  ob  all  that  you  can  do, 
I’m  water-millon  bound  all  de  time. 


When  de  vines  begin  to  lengthen  and  blossoms  ’gin  to  grow, 
You  specerlate  on  your  millon  crop, 

I  gits  all  my  sacks  together  and  goes  stealin’  off  (jest  so), 
On  tip-toe  an’  ’casionally  I  stop, 

Den,  if  I  can  hear  nuthin’  but  de  sighin’  of  de  trees, 

I  will  ooze  up  to  de  very  longest  vine, 

You  bet  yer  bottom  dollar  den  an  dare  upon  my  knees, 

Dat  I  am  water-millon  bound  all  de  time. 
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A  CHRISTMAS  CHANT. 


MARY  E.  BOYD. 

OU  think  of  the  dead  on  Christmas  Eve, 

Wherever  the  dead  are  sleeping, 

And  we  from  a  land  where  we  may  not  grieve 
Look  tenderly  down  on  your  weeping. 

You  think  11s  far,  we  are  very  near, 

From  you  and  the  earth  though  parted, 

We  sing  tonight  to  console  and  cheer 
The  hearts  of  the  broken  hearted. 

The  earth  watches  over  the  lifeless  clay 
Of  each  of  its  countless  sleepers, 

And  the  sleepless  spirits  that  pass  away 
Watch  over  all  death’s  weepers. 

We  shall  meet  again  in  a  brighter  land, 

Where  farewell  is  never  spoken; 

We  shall  meet  again  in  a  bright  calm  clime 
Where  we’ll  never  know  sadness, 

And  our  lives  shall  be  filled  like  a  Christmas  chime. 


With  rapture  and  with  gladness 

The  snows  shall  pass  from  our  graves  away, 
And  you  from  the  earth  remember ; 

And  the  flowers  of  a  bright  eternal  May, 
Shall  follow  earth’s  December. 

When  you  think  of  us  think  not  of  the  tomb, 
Where  you  laid  us  down  in  sorrow ; 

But  look  aloft  and  beyond  earth’s  gloom, 
And  wait  for  the  great  tomorrow. 
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BEAUTIFUL  DAYS. 


VICTOR  SCHEETZ. 


HEN  the  storm  of  strife  is  o’er, 
And  all  things  we  shall  adore, 

In  the  time  that’s  just  beyond, 

For  it  is  the  same  old  story, 

The  world  shall  be  filled  with  glory, 
In  those  beautiful  davs. 


The  maidens  with  blushes, 
And  little  brown  thrushes, 
Shall  sing  their  song  of  glee, 
The  lions  of  the  wild 
Shall  be  led  by  a  child 
In  those  beautiful  days. 
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MY  SUNSET  ISLE. 


A.  THELBERT  HARLEY. 


INGER,  beauty,  by  my  Isle  of  Glory! 

Stay,  resplendent  lights ;  one  moment  more : 
Soft,  loving  lights — hear  my  pleading  story 
Ere  you  vanish  from  my  Island  Shore. 


Human  hearts  are  blank,  yet  time  is  giving 
Life  unto  death !  holding  my  drifting  bark 
From  wreck :  Thine  reflected  hues  are  living, 
And  points  my  Spirit  to  a  lofty  mark. 


Divinely  fashioned  in  thy  tender  soul 

Is  “My  Sunset  Island,”  Thy  flashing  shrine 
Is  like  an  Iliad  from  some  ancient  scroll 
Revealing  a  twilight  fairer  than  thine. 
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SLUMBER  SONG. 


LOUESE  MONA  BEADLE. 


EAR  little  girlie,  so  tired,  I  know, 

Running  and  playing  to  and  fro, 

Mother  will  hold  thee  and  soothe  thee  to  rest, 
O,  hush  a-bye,  baby,  O  bye. 


Lie  still,  my  darling,  my  dear  little  girl, 

For  mother  will  guard  thee,  her  own  priceless  pearl, 
And  hush  thee  and  soothe  thee  and  rock  thee  to  sleep, 
O,  hush  a-bye-bye,  O  bye. 


Then  rock-a-bye,  baby,  and  close  your  blue  eyes, 
And  listen,  my  baby,  while  fond  mother  tries 
To  hush  thee,  to  soothe  thee,  and  rock  thee  to  sleep, 
O,  hush-a-bye,  baby,  O  bye. 


Dear  little  lambkin,  your  ‘weary  eyes  close, 

Mother’ll  still  watch  thee  and  guard  thy  repose, 

And  hush  thee  and  soothe  thee  and  lull  thee  to  sleep, 
O,  hush-a-bye,  O  bye. 


THE  FOUR  SEASONS  OF  LIFE. 


MRS,  M.  K.  BOWMAN. 


3N  the  Springtime  of  youth  when  the  heart  is  free  from  care, 
Do  you  think  sometimes  of  those  who  have  burdens  hard  to 
bear? 

Why  not  give  a  helping  hand  to  another  in  distress, 

Helping  others  in  this  world  brings  us  nearer  happiness. 


When  the  Summer  with  its  sunshine  spreads  its  warmth  o’er  all 
the  land, 

You  will  find  that  joy  and  sorrow  walk  together  hand  in  hand; 

If  with  cheerful,  kindly  words  you  can  lighten  someone’s  load, 

’Tis  but  another  milestone  you  have  passed  upon  the  road. 

And  when  the  Autumn  comes  with  its  change  and  falling  leaves, 
And  the  harvest’s  fully  ripened,  you  will  find  your  golden  sheaves, 
Do  not  think  your  work  is  finished,  there  is  still  more  to  be  done, 
You  can  scatter  seeds  of  kindness,  till  your  race  on  earth  is  run. 


When  Winter  snows  have  fallen,  and  your  hair  is  silvery  white, 

Let  your  little  lamps  shine  brightly,  with  a  steady  beaming  light, 
And  when  life  is  almost  ended,  and  your  work  on  earth  is  done, 
“Through  the  valley  of  the  shadow”  Christ  will  bid  you  “welcome 
home.” 
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I’M  GOING  FAR  AWAY,  DEAR. 


JACK  LIVESEY. 


’M  going  far  away,  dear, 

To  make  my  little  pile, 

But  say  you  will  be  true,  dear, 

And  wait  a  little  while. 

I  cannot  say  how  long  Ell  be 
Away,  my  little  pet, 

But  when  Eve  made  enough,  my  love, 
Ell  ask  3^ou  to  fix  the  date. 


Em  going  far  away,  dear, 

Away  to  foreign  lands, 

I  don’t  mean  to  be  long,  dear, 

As  he  kissed  her  little  hands, 

But  if  you’ll  say  you’ll  wait  for  me, 

And  tell  me  you’ll  be  true, 

Ell  come  back  some  day,  for  I  don’t  mean  to  stay 
And  I  will  come  back  to  you. 


Em  going  far  away,  dear, 

Ell  meet  all  kinds  of  men, 

Off  some  I’ll  make  my  pile,  dear, 
And  Ell  come  back  and  then 
Ell  ask  you  if  you’ll  marry  me 
And  share  my  little  home. 

Oh,  love,  will  you  be  true  to  me, 
Be  true  while  I  am  gone. 


Em  going  far  away,  dear, 

I  kiss  you  now  goodbye, 

Oh,  think  of  me  sometimes,  dear, 

And  little  one,  don’t  cry, 

It  makes  it  hard  for  me,  love. 

When  I  see  you  look  so  sad, 

Em  going  away,  but  Ell  come  back  some  dav, 
And  then  we  shall  both  be  glad. 
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THE  LITTLE  RED  SCHOOL  HOUSE. 


ELLSWORTH  BROWN. 

OU  may  travel  in  life  upon  this  land, 

You  may  sail  upon  the  sea, 

But  there’s  a  memory  that  lingers  with  you  still, 
Wherever  you  may  happen  to  be. 

A  little  red  school  house  in  the  lane 
Is  the  picture  I  would  present  to  thee, 

Where  you  whiled  away  sweet  childhood’s  hours, 
And  were  taught  your  A.  B.  C. 


You  have  listened  to  the  old  school-bell, 
As  it  called  you  in  from  play, 

You  did  not  know  then  the-story  it  told 
Would  come  back  to  you  to  stay. 

Where  are  those  playmates  of  other  days, 
Who  studied  with  you  and  me  ? 

And  the  picture  tonight  brings  me  tears 
When  in  fancy  the  school  house  I  see. 
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I  KNEW  I  LOVED  YOU,  DEAR. 


LILLIE  M.  JONES. 


W 


HE  bright  September  evening  sun 
Had  whispered  its  goodnight, 

The  stars  came  shining  one  by  one 
In  Heaven’s  dome  so  bright. 

A  sudden  stillness  filled  the  air, 

All  nature  seemed  content, 

And  as  I  sat  and  lingered  there, 

My  thoughts  they  backward  went 
Unto  that  dav  when  first  I  knew 
That  one  like  you  were  here, 

As  to  me  came  these  thoughts  of  you, 
I  knew  I  loved  you,  dear. 


CHORUS. 

The  stars  shone  even  brighter, 

And  Heaven  seemed  more  near, 
Because  mv  heart  was  lighter, 

I  knew  I  loved  you,  dear. 


And  as  these  thoughts  came  over  me, 

Mv  heart  with  love  had  burned, 

I  wondered  would  it  ever  be 
My  love  would  be  returned  ? 

Then  in  the  evening  twilight  there. 

Beneath  the  sky  so  blue 
I  ofifered  up  an  earnest  praver, 

That  even  unto  you 

Mieht  come  the  sound  of  love’s  sweet  voice. 
In  accents  soft  and  clear, 

And  as  my  heart  with  faith  rejoiced, 

I  knew  I  loved  you,  dear. 
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THE  CREATION. 


BELVIDERE. 

«’ER  God  most  high  did  speak  the  word 
That  all  the  mighty  worlds  did  frame, 
He  made  his  laws  work  in  the  way 
That  He  in  wisdom  did  ordain. 

The  hosts  of  Heaven  then  stood  by 
To  see  the  wonders  God  would  do; 

He  spake,  the  sun,  the  moon,  and  stars 
Into  their  distant  stations  flew. 

The  rolling  spheres  once  in  their  place 
There  guided  by  his  mighty  hand, 

Though  ages  since  have  passed  away 
They  still  obey  His  high  command. 

He  bade  the  herbs  and  grass  come  forth 
And  spread  out  over  all  the  land, 

Then  on  the  rocky  mountain  sides 
Made  oak  and  cedar  there  to  stand. 

Fowls  of  the  air  he  called  to  life, 

And  beasts  that  wander  o’er  the  land, 

The  mighty  monsters  of  the  deep 
Did  then  appear  at  His  command. 

Then  from  the  earth  He  did  form  man, 

And  breathed  in  him  a  living  soul, 

He  made  man  lord  of  all  the  earth 
And  o’er  all  things  gave  him  control. 

Then  early  on  creation’s  morn, 

When  perfect  righteousness  did  reign, 

God  from  His  th,rone,  on  earth  looked  down 
And  all  things  good  He  did  proclaim. 

The  sons  of  God  did  shout  with  joy, 

The  morning  stars  together  sing, 

And  praise  to  God  who  ruleth  all 
Throughout  the  universe  did  ring. 
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HOPE. 


CONSTANCE  PEARSON. 


OPE,  oh !  sacred  word, 

Can  anyone  describe  your  power, 
Mysterious  as  the  perfume 
Of  a  delicate  little  flower? 


When  all  your  efforts  are  failures, 

And  your  soul  is  deep  in  despair, 
Through  the  shadows  gleam  a  ray  of  hope 
That  lightens  your  burden  of  care. 


When  those  we  love  have  left  us 
And  sorrow  sweeps  over  our  way, 
As  a  signal  of  promise,  hope  ascends 
Like  the  dawn  of  a  summer  day. 


We  hope  for  a  future  bright  and  fair, 
Where  we  no  more  will  part, 

When  all  our  trials  shall  be  o’er 
And  healed  every  broken  heart. 


What  would  we  do  if  all  hope  was  gone, 
How  dismal  the  prospect  would  be, 

With  nothing  to  hope  for,  in  life  or  beyond, 
A  miserable  world  you  would  see. 


But  nature  has  kindly  provided  for  us, 

A  source  of  eternal  delight. 

When  weary  of  struggle,  she  whispers  to  you, 
“Arise,  and  continue  the  fight.” 
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LIFE  IS  TOO  SHORT  TO  WORRY. 


MISS  MARY  IRENE  KOROUSH. 

IFE  is  too  short  to  worry 

In  these  bright  day  dreams  of  ours, 

How  many  a  time  do  we  feel  sorry 

Of  things  we  have  said,  for  many,  many  hours. 


This  life  is  too  short  to  worry, 

Then  gather  your  burdens  and  troubles,  my  dear, 
And  tell  them  in  one  short  story, 

That  this  life  is  too  short  to  worry  here. 


When  we  pass  beyond  this  vale  of  tears, 

We  hear  some  voice  say  that  our  life  is  worth  the  living, 
Now  drive  away  all  fears, 

For  your  life  was  worth  the  waiting. 


Now  bless  the  kind  friends  who  helped  us  along 
The  rugged  pathways  of  life, 

The  glad  cheerful  song 

That  helped  you  along  in  this  bitter  strife 
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THE  WOUNDED  NOTE. 


LAWRENCE  m’k.  BOYD. 


HOU  gav’st  a  harp  unto  my  keeping,  Lord, 
Attuned  to  melody,  and  bade  me  sing 
Unto  the  world  a  song — with  muttered  word 
Because  it  was  not  golden,  I  the  string 
Smote  with  ruthless  hand  and  snapped  the  chord, 
Whose  wounded  note  fled  from  me  quivering. 


I  flung  the  mute  and  untried  harp  away, 

And  dumbed  the  song  within  my  secret  breast 
And  held  it  there  a  captive  through  the  day, 

The  while  I  laved  my  spirit  on  the  crest 
Of  worldly  breakers.  But  from  o’er  the  sea, 
The  plaintive  echo  of  that  note  distressed. 


Gray,  sink  the  gathering  shadows  on  my  sight, 

As  with  a  trembling  haste  I  bind  secure 
The  broken  chord,  and  loose  in  eager  flight 
The  captive  strains,  which  tenderly  may  lure 
Home  from  its  wandering  through  the  azure  height, 
The  exiled  note — and  one  sweet  song  endure 
When  I  have  vanished  with  the  deep’ning  night. 
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GIVE  THANKS. 


NANNIE  MAJORS. 


IVE  thanks,  yes,  give  thanks,  to  the  erring  one, 
Though  he  be  poor,  ragged  and  forlorn, 

Give  thanks  for  even  the  smallest  deed, 

Do  not  scorn  a  fellow  being  in  need. 


Give  thanks,  yes,  give  thanks,  when  you  walk  out  at  night, 
And  look  at  the  myriad  twinkling  stars, 

For  the  shining  moon  which  guides  our  steps 
When  our  long  day’s  work  is  done. 


Give  thanks,  yes,  give  thanks,  in  the  morning, 

When  you  arise,  before  your  tasks  are  begun, 

To  the  One  who  watched  o’er  you  through  the  night, 
And  kept  you  ever  in  His  sight. 


Give  thanks,  yes,  give  thanks,  through  your  day’s  work, 
For  you  have  One  to  guide  day  by  day, 

Your  loving  Saviour  is  your  best  friend, 

He  died  on  Calvary’s  Cross  you  to  save. 


Give  thanks,  yes,  give  thanks  and  a  pleasant  smile, 
To  those  whom  you  meet  each  day, 

The  poor,  weary  traveler  m&y  be  a  stranger  to  you, 
Yet  may  be  walking  the  Righteous  Way. 
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HICKORY  BUDS  AND  LEAVES. 


JENNIE  C.  LOUNSBERRY. 


HAT  care  we  for  cold  and  weather, 
Snuggled  here  so  close  together? 

We  have  a  beautiful  furry  coat, 

Lined  with  satin,  you  will  note. 

We’re  jolly  and  happy  in  many  ways, 
And  only  waiting  for  bright  Spring  days. 


When  the  bright  sun’s  beautiful  face 
Will  cause  us  to  stir  from  this  cozy  place, 
We  will  break  through  the  satin  so  thin, 
Then  through  the  thick  old  furry  skin, 

And  will  start  up  to  that  face  so  fair, 

For  we  long  to  get  out  in  the  good  fresh  air. 


But  now  it  is  Summer  and  we  are  here, 

And  the  birds  and  beasts  love  us  so  dear, 

They  love  to  stay  in  our  nice  cool  shade, 

You  know,  “All  things  good  the  Creator  made.” 
We’re  glad  we  can  do  our  part,  you  see, 

If  we  are  but  leaves  on  a  hickory  tree. 

Then  when  Jack  Frost  begins  to  come, 

He  says,  “I’ll  change  your  color  some ; 

You  know  your  life  is  almost  through, 

And  you  have  done  all  you  can  do. 

Fly  with  the  wind,  when  it  does  blow, 

Then  the  hickory  nuts  will  show.” 
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AFTER  EARTH’S  LIGHT  HAS  FADED. 


CARRIE  E.  WOGLEY. 


a 


FTER  the  light  has  faded,  has  faded  for  you  and  me, 

And  we  stand  in  the  deepening  twilight,  that  leads  to  eternity, 
Will  the  past  come  flooding  o’er  11s,  as  we  near  the  Golden  Bar  ? 
Will  the  memories  of  sorrows  haunt  us  as  we  enter  the  Gates  Ajar? 


Ah,  no !  in  our  Father’s  dwelling,  in  that  beautiful  home  of  God, 
You  and  I  will  forget  in  our  gladness  the  weary  path  we  have  trod. 
So  after  earth’s  light  has  faded,  to  dawn  on  another  shore, 

The  sad  past  will  all  be  forgotten  with  God  in  His  love  evermore. 
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THE  POWER  OF  PERFECT  LOVE. 


ALONZO  SHEWMAICER. 


OW  wonderful  is  the  power  of  perfect  love 
In  this  world  below  and  the  one  above, 

As  through  this  life  we  journey  patiently  on 
Till  our  days  on  earth  have  passed  and  gone. 

To  try  the  realities  of  the  future  we  should  be 
In  touch  with  perfect  love  this  side  of  eternity. 


The  true  meaning  of  love  can  scarcely  be  defined, 

As  it  issues  from  the  heart  and  dwells  with  the  mind, 
And  its  power  is  as  a  giant  towering  on  high 
And  decks  the  world  like  the  stars  in  the  sky. 

Yet  greater  is,  its  power  in  the  world  of  the  free 
When  we  shall  have  crossed  beyond  the  rolling  sea. 


A  kind  word  spoken  to  our  enemy  or  foe 
Will  kindle  that  love  and  make  the  countenance  glow ; 
Then  labor  to  keep  alive  in  your  precious  heart 
A  gentle  flow  of  love  till  from  earth  you  depart, 

And  when  you  are  laid  to  rest  you’ll  desire  to  see 
The  power  of  His  coming  with  triumph  and  glee. 


Why  did  our  Savior  on  the  rugged  cross  die? 

It  was  for  the  love  He  had  for  you  and  I. 

Why  was  Daniel  cast  into  the  lion’s  den, 

And  how  did  he  escape  as  secure  as  before  entering  in? 
Why  did  all  those  lions  act  as  harmless  as  the  dove? 

It  was  all  made  secure  thro’  the  perfect  power  of  love. 


Why  did  the  Hebrew  children  within  the  roaring  flame 
Make  their  exit  and  live  on  just  the  same? 

Why  didn’t  those  flames  in  their  fury  burn 
The  three  Plebrew  children  when  in  they  were  turned? 
All  fear  is  cast  away  thro’  the  power  of  perfect  love, 
As  in  this  instance  thro’  Him  who  reigns,  above. 
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Why  did  the  apostles  suffer  martyrdom  and  not  complain 
Because  a  home  in  Heaven  they  desired  to  gain? 

Why  do  our  ministers  wear  away  their  lungs  preaching, 

As  they  travel  from  state  to  state  instructing  and  teaching? 
It  is  thro’  the  power  of  love  that  causes  their  move, 

To  spread  the  gospel  of  divine  truth  and  love. 


True  love  is  more  powerful  than  the  two-edged  sword, 

Which  has  been  made  manifest  thro’  the  Savior,  our  Lord; 
When  a  man  lays  down  his  life  for  a  loving  friend, 

And  suffers  the  conflicts  and  dies  in  the  end, 

No  greater  love  could  He  have  made  known 

Than  saving  the  life  of  His  friend  and  losing  His  own. 

The  power  of  love  is  grand,  glorious,  good  and  true, 

And  will  awaken  the  soul  when  life  is  almost  thro’. 

Love,  love,  the  wonderful,  its  great  uplifting  power 
As  it  commingles  with  us  in  a  downpouring  shower; 

Thro’  Him  who  sits  upon  the  great  silvery  throne, 

And  is  beckoning  poor  sinners  to  come  flocking  home. 


Perfect  love  destroys  all  doubt,  dread  and  fear, 
And  opens  the  pathway  both  bright  and  clear ; 

It  purifies  the  heart  that  is  stained  with  sin, 

And  is  the  soul-stirring  power  of  women  and  men, 
And  will  guide  them  onward  to  eternal  bliss 
Where  they  may  dwell  forever  in  true  happiness. 
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AN  OLD  SOLDIER’S  LOVE. 


ROSE  E.  WOERDEHOFF. 


N  the  bluffs  of  our  beautiful  city, 

Near  our  pioneer  hero’s  home, 

Stood  a  cottage,  thatched  and  humble, 
That  my  sweetheart  called  her  home. 
’Twas  there  I  wooed  and  won  her, 
There  she  promised  to  be  my  bride; 
There  we  floated  in  our  little  boat 
In  the  golden  eventide. 


How  well  do  I  recall  her! 

Her  life  was  so  short  and  sweet, 

I  still  cherish  the  hope  that  in  Heaven 
Some  day,  some  day  we  may  meet. 


On  that  rugged,  grassy  hillside 
I  laid  my  love  to  rest; 

Tho’  my  heart  was  void  and  aching 
I  remembered  “God  knows  best.” 
Near  the  shore  of  the  winding  river, 
Where  the  pine  trees  moan  and  sigh, 
My  sweetheart  sleeps  there  forever, 

No  earthly  sorrows  nigh! 


No  costly  stone  marks  that  lonely  mound 
Where  my  love  lies  ’neath  the  sod; 
Only  a  pine  tree’s  shadow  falls 
Where  the  daisies  smile  and  nod. 

O’er  the'  lonely  grave  of  my  darling, 

In  that  grassy  dell  apart 
From  the  whirl  and  the  noise  of  the  city, 
Where  I  linger  with  sorrowing  heart. 
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THE  VIOLET. 


MARGARET  CHANCELLOR. 

WALKED  along  the  roadside,  sad  and  weary, 
For  bitter  thoughts  had  come  to  me  that  day ; 

With  heavy  heart,  for  life  seemed  dark  and  dreary, 
Hope  had  I  none,  my  lips  no  prayer  could  say. 

I  stooped,  and  there  amid  the  grasses  blooming 
A  purple  violet  held  erect  her  head; 

Alone  was  she,  no  other  there  assuming 
To  be  her  friend  or  care  if  she  were  dead. 

And  somehow,  there  and  then,  I  felt  less  lonely, 
This  little  violet  bloomed  for  me  alone; 

I  passed  along,  ’twas  but  a  flower  only, 

But  a  brighter  star  now  in  my  zenith  shone. 
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LOVE  YOU !  LOVE  YOU ! 


VURNER  VERONICA  HAUN. 


HEN  days  are  dreariest,  when  the  nights  are  long, 

In  dreams  scenes  fair  and  sunny  pass ; 

All  is  openness  and  truth,  ever  fresh  and  green  in  thee, 
As  the  moss  that  clings  to  rocks  beside  the  sea, 

Then  my  heart  will  love  you  as  in  days  of  old, 

While  leaves  murmur  soft  and  sweet  and  low, 

I  love  you,  I  love  you,  dear,  as  in  days  gone  by. 


When  the  shadow  of  night’s  wing  darkens  earth, 
And  far-off  bells  seem  to  repeat  songs  you  loved, 
My  eyes  are  dim  with  tears,  for  you’re  not  here, 
I  long  for  you  in  mournful  fancies, 

I  dream  of  you  by  day  and  dreary  night, 

I  miss  your  true  love — tender  caresses — 

I  love  you,  I  love  you,  dear,  as  in  days  gone  by. 


I  thought  you  loved  me  once,  yet  knew  not  why, 
But  now  there  is  coldness  in  your  voice, 

And  unconcerned  the  glances  of  your  eye. 

I  sought  the  first  Spring  buds  for  you,  dear, 

The  fairest  and  the  best  I  brought  to  you ; 

For  your  dear  sake  I  would  most  gladly  die, 

I  love  yon,  I  love  you,  dear,  as  in  the  days  gone  by. 
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SHE’S  COMING  HOME. 


ARTHUR  S.  TOLL. 

HE’S  coming  home  from  a  far-off  land, 

Across  the  great  and  wondrous  deep  blue  sea, 

Soon  again  shall  I  touch  those  loving  hands, 

Soon  again  at  my  side  she’ll  stand. 

What  bliss  ’twill  be  to  see  her  eyes  again ! 

Straight-steered  is  her  vessel  toward  the  glowing  west ; 
It  comes  steered  unerring  by  her  captain  brave  and  true, 
Her  coming  home  will  soothe  the  longing  in  my  breast. 


Again  in  that  dim-lighted  room  I’ll  stand, 

Where  all  my  dearest  memories  cling, 

Where  I  have  heard  that  dear,  sweet  voice — 

Oh !  I  dream  that  I  hear  it  through  the  gloom  of  night, 
Singing  those  tender  songs  of  love  to  me. 

I  fear  that  life  to  me  can  never  bring 
Me  brighter  hours,  where’er  I  may  roam, 

Than  those  that  soon  with  her  shall  wing. 


She’s  coming  home,  and  all  the  air 

Will  grow  soft  as  Spring,  when  she  draws  near, 

And  if  care  wrecks  not  my  heart  ere  her  return — 

If  the  thought  of  her  coming  home  makes  life  so  fair — 
What  will  it  be  when  she  is  here? 

Alone  with  her  I  shall  deem  so  dear ; 

My  heart  grows  light  as  the  laughing  foam, 

Yes !  and  even  the  skies  are  growing  clearer. 


Oh!  thou  great  sea,  oh!  fickle  wind, 

Her  frailness  hath  she  trusted  unto  thee, 

As  with  her  in  thy  mighty  arms,  be  kind, 

For  in  her  heart  my  love  is  shrined. 

Oh !  bear  her  safe,  oh !  guide  her  true, 

And  thou,  oh  Heaven,  stretch  thou  thine  unclouded  blue 
Above  her  head  in  thy  depthless  dome, 

And  guide  her  all  that  voyage  through. 
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CHILDHOOD’S  OLD  SWEET  HOME. 


ABBIE  HAWKINS. 


S  I  sat  on  the  porch  at  twilight, 

Old  memories  returned  to  me ; 

My  thoughts  were  as  pure  as  the  sunbeams, 
Or  blossoms  on  the  old  apple  tree. 


The  lilacs  were  in  bloom,  their  scented  perfume 
Was  sweet  as  the  days  that  passed ; 

The  lilies  of  blue  were  touched  by  the  dew, 
Along  the  old  trodden  path. 


The  twitter  of  the  birds  in  the  leafy  trees, 

And  soft  breeze  blowing  from  the  South, 

An  angel  of  God  had  made  one  star, 

Shining  out  on  the  old-fashioned  house. 

The  darkey’s  hair  was  white  by  the  glimmer  of  the  light, 
Sat  picking  on  his  old  banjo; 

Away  down  South  de  ’possum  and  de  ’coon, 

Whar’  de  good  old  watermelon  grow. 

I  thought  of  the  spring-house  below  the  hill, 

The  cold,  sweet  milk  I  drank, 

And  of  the  ships  I  often  sailed, 

And  how  often  they  sank. 


The  beautiful  rainbow  and  snowy  white  clouds 
She  watched  for  an  ansrel  to  appear  inside ; 

The  twinkling  stars  and  flowers  sweet 
Were  all  her  dreams  when  fast  asleep. 

The  moon  had  risen  above  the  hill, 

The  shadows  of  the  night 

Were  still  as  then  when  the  angels  came, 

And  mother  was  called  to  the  land  of  light. 

In  the  south  room  above  my  head, 

Where  I  often  said  my  prayers, 

Never  here,  forever  there, 

Was  heard  the  old  clock  on  the  stairs. 
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TIS  EVER  THUS. 


ELIZABETH  M.  WEATHERHEAD. 

EEK  not  to  call  it  back,  the  light  which  once 
Did  animate  this  form  of  sculptured  clay. 

This  is  the  casket  which  hath  held  a  gem 
That  charmed  and  fascinated  minds  of  men. 
Whence  hath  it  gone,  and  how?  O  ask  me  not, 
I  only  know  ’twas  beautiful  and  fair, 

That  by  some  law  transcending  human  ken, 

Its  Maker  called  it  hence  from  world  of  men. 
No  doubt  it  has  outgrown  its  prison  bars, 
Impelled,  perhaps,  to  seek  some  lofty  height 
Beyond  the  realm  of  yon  blue-vaulted  stars. 

’Tis  ever  thus,  the  things  we  love  the  most 
Are  ours  at  best  but  for  a  little  while ; 

They  pass,  and  leave  the  memory  of  a  smile. 
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LONGING. 


MRS.  C.  H.  BASSETT. 


3 


AM  longing  tonight  for  you,  darling, 

Till  my  longing  is  almost  pain ; 

For  the  days  that  are  past  that  will  never  return, 
I  sigh  for  them  sadly  in-  vain. 


In  my  dreams  I  feel  your  loving  arms  around  me, 

And  I  feel  your  kisses,  as  in  days  of  old, 

When  you  told  me  love’s  sweet  story,  in  the  twilight — 
Yes,  the  dearest,  sweetest  story  ever  told. 


I  am  longing  for  the  scent  of  the  roses 
That  you  gave  me  that  night  in  June ; 

And  I  feel  the  sweet  thrill  of  the  kiss  you  gave,  still, 
When  love  was  .young  and  both  our  hearts  in  tune. 
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ONLY  A  VAGABOND. 


ARTHUR  A.  CHIEF. 

NLY  a  miserable  miscreant,  despised  by  all, 
Only  a  wreck  of  humanity,  gone  beyond  recall ; 
Only  a  relic  of  what  he  once  had  been, 

Only  a  vagabond  not  fit  to  be  seen. 


’Twas  in  his  early  manhood  he  fell  from  grace, 
Being  tempted  and  charmed  by  the  lovely  face 
Of  a  young  maiden,  with  a  heart  of  steel, 
Who  refused  his  advances  and  heart’s  appeal. 


From  honor,  respect  and  hopefulness  he  fell 
Into  the  dismal  path  leading  unto  hell ; 
Tramping  the  streets,  unhappy  and  forlorn, 
Only  a  mere  vagabond  not  fit  to  be  born. 


Only  a  pauper  trodding  the  long  path  to  hell, 
Only  a  worm  preparing  to  bid  earth  farewell ; 
Only  a  human  creature  gone  too  far  to  save, 
Only  a  vagabond  unfit  for  the  grave. 


76 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


SUMMER  DAY. 


KATE  COLYN. 


3 


T  WAS  a  most  delightful  clay, 

And  all  nature  seemed  to  say— 

“God  is  great,  come  see  his  power 
Shown  in  every  plant  and  flower ; 
Food  and  rain  meant  for  mankind, 
Life  and  breath  holds  in  His  hand, 
The  rays  of  sun  in  splendor  bright, 
The  driving  clouds  of  various  hues, 
The  moon  with  silver  light  by  night. 
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CONTENT. 


MYLO  MAC  CALLUM. 

O  THE  briars  clutch  and  hold  you, 
Do  they  pull  and  tear  your  clothes? 

Do  they  anger  and  annoy  you, 

Do  you  wish  that  God  had  chose 

Some  bright  path  for  you  to  travel 
Where  the  rose  and  lily  bloom, 

Where  the  sun  does  shine  eternal, 
Never  clouded  by  dull  gloom? 

Oh,  my  friend,  our  Lord  did  wear 
Plaited  thorns  upon  his  brow ; 

In  his  duty  never  faltered, 

Never  questioned  why  or  how. 

“Thy  will  be  done,”  He  ever  said, 
“Thy  will  be  done,”  not  mine; 

And  cannot  we  repeat  this  vow — 
Not  our  will,  O  Lord,  but  thine? 
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ONE  FACE,  ONE  HEART,  AND  ONE  NAME. 


MARY  E.  BOYD. 


OES  there  live  in  your  heart  for  me 
One  gleam  of  hope,  one  spark  of  love, 

Or  is  it  the  murmuring  of  the  sea 
That  is  always  speaking  so  sadly  to  me? 
As  I  look  on  the  sea  tonight,  love, 

And  back  on  the  beautiful  wave, 

I  see  in  the  golden  sunset 

One  face,  one  heart,  and  one  name. 


You  will  live  in  my  heart  forever, 

Back  of  the  beautiful  flame, 

Out  under  the  starlit  sky  pledging 
Your  love  to  me,  and  again 
Tonight  I  see  back  of  the  wave,  waiting, 
One  face,  one  heart  and  one  name. 

Will  it  live  for  me  forever, 

Back  of  the  golden  scroll, 

Close  up  by  the  throne  of  God, 

When  our  love  has  made  us  whole? 

Ah !  then  I  shall  see  again 
One  face,  one  heart  and  one  name. 
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THERE’S  ONE  GIRL  I  LOVE. 


GEO.  HENRY  JACOBS. 


jfl 


Y  sweetheart  and  I  were  walking 
Down  the  street,  side  by  side ; 

The  moon  was  shining  brightly 
When  I  asked  her  to  be  my  bride ; 
I  told  her  how  much  I  loved  her, 
And  asked  if  she  cared  for  me ; 
She  raised  her  pretty  lips  to  mine, 
Where  all  the  world  might  see. 


Little  sweetheart,  you  don’t  know 
How  very  much  I  do  love  you; 

No  other  girl  on  this  earth 

Would  I  have  sit  before  my  hearth. 

But  I  have  sad  news  to  impart, 

I  am  called  away  to  war; 

Do  not  grieve  your  tender  heart, 
Though  I  am  gone  afar. 

I  have  to  fight  for  my  country, 

Where  the  hissing  bullets  sing ; 

But  when  I  return  again  . 

I’ll  bring  a  plain  gold  ring; 

And  it  will  be  for  you,  dear, 

Oh !  how  happy  we  will  be, 

Just  you  and  I  forever 

Dwelling  in  love  and  harmony. 


Come,  my  pretty  maiden, 

Kiss  me  a  last  goodbye; 

My  comrades  are  calling  me, 

So  dash  the  tears  from  your  eye. 
The  battlefields  may  be  gory, 
Many  dying  around  me  lie, 

But  I  go  to  fight  for  glory,  . 

My  country,  and  God  on  high. 
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LOVE’S  CALL  UNANSWERED. 


X.  I.  MAY  G.  MILLINGER. 


NE  there  is  who  will  always  weep, 
One  there  is  who  will  always  mourn 
When  I’ve  tendered  this  heart  of  clay 
To  the  bosom  by  which  ’twas  born. 


E’er  long  we’re  gone  we’ve  lost  the  trail, 
To  the  goal  at  the  ladder’s  top ; 

Follow  your  heart,  it  straightway  leads 

Knowing  me  less,  he’ll  love  me  more, 
Happiness  is  another’s  dow’r 

Through  whose  eyes  we  see  joy  serene, 
Which  cannot  rule  the  present  hour. 

And  our  steps  to  retrace,  we  stop. 

Alas !  the  weeds  and  thorns  that  grow 
Where  once  our  feet  a  path  did  wind, 

Out  of  the  present  something’s  lost 
Which  the  future  can  never  find. 

True  wisdom  is  to  know  one’s  self, 

Fate  does  not  this  to  all  impart; 

Experience  some  day  will  teach 

Him  who  would  learn  this  wished-for  art. 


Crestfallen  heart  will  not  repine, 

A  few  more  dreams  await  our  sleep, 
Themes  to  wreath  sweet  rhythm  about 
Before  we  cross  the  billows  deep. 
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THE  THOUGHTS  OF  ALL. 


W.  C.  ARMEMTROUT. 


I 


WISH  my  debts  they  were  settled, 
Then  I’d  show  you  what  I’d  do; 
But  you  see  I  owe  a  hundred  dollars, 
Where,  you  don’t  know — I  do. 


That’s  the  cry  of  all  the  people, 
Everybody  seems  to  be  so  poor; 
But  if  you  start  up  in  some  business, 
Friends  you’ll  have  then  by  the  score. 


But  their  friendship  soon  is  over 
When  you  try  to  straighten  up ; 
Then  you  ask  your  friends  to  help  you, 
But  they  would  rather  see  you  fail. 


Then  you’re  on  the  path  with  evil, 
Everybody  says  you  were  a  devil, 
But  if  you’ve  tried  and  all  in  vain, 
Save  your  money  and  try  again. 


That’s  the  motto  that  I  give  you, 
HBut  please  don’t  give  credit  twice, 
For  it  may  be  worse  than  ever — 
Then  you’ll  follow  my  advice. 
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YOUTHFUL  DAYS. 


BEATRICE  CHENEY. 


YOUTHFUL  days,  O  gladsome  days, 
Thou  are  past,  gone  beyond  recall ; 
Thou  hast  blest  us  in  many  ways, 

And  thou  still  wilt  bless  at  every  call. 


O,  youthful  days,  we  think  of  thee, 
Although  it  has  been  years  ago; 
Can  we  forget?  Never  shall  we, 
So  long  as  life  shall  last,  oh,  no ! 


O,  youthful  days,  ’twas  happy  times, 

Thou  hast  been  very  kind  to  me, 

For  I  have  had  sweet  thoughts  with  rhymes, 
Thinking,  sweet  days  so  true,  of  thee. 


Halcyon  days,  meaning  so  much, 

You  have  not  changed,,  I  am  so  glad ; 
Yet  my  life  then  was  such  and  such, 

No  matter,  still  we’ll  say,  not  sad. 
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SONGS  UNSUNG. 


MRS.  ROSE  A.  BAILEY. 

EEPEST  thoughts  are  the  ones  unspoken, 
That  only)  the  heart’s  sense,  listening,  hears ; 
Most  great  joys  have  a  touch  of  silence, 
Greatest  grief  is  in  unshed  tears. 


Somewhere,  dim,  in  days  to  follow, 

Far  away  in  a  life  to  be, 

Passing  sweet  is  a  song  of  gladness, 
’Tis  a  spirit  chant,  of  the  soul  set  free. 


Songs  unsung  are  the  ones  we  wait  for, 

They  never  come  from  the  harp  unstrung ; 
We  turn  ever,  our  steps  to  the  years  beyond  us, 
And  are  waiting  here  for  songs  unsung. 
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THE  LANGUAGE  OF  THE  FLAG. 


ELLA  W.  JOHNSON. 


EARS  gone  by,  on  fields  all  gory, 
Fought  our  soldier  boys  in  blue ; 
And  the  red  that’s  in  that  banner 
Brings  again  that  scene  to  view. 
Plant  that  flag  and  let  it  flutter 
Where  their  sacred  dust  now  lies ; 
By  its  flappings  let  it  utter 

Silent  words  of  love  and  praise. 


Years  gone  by,  when  deepest  sorrow 
Spread  her  mantle  over  all, 

Woman  wept  and  gave  her  loved  one 
To  remove  that  dreadful  pall. 

And  the  white  that’s  in  that  banner 
Tells  us  of  a  pure  heart  broke ; 
Woman  gave  her  choicest  treasure 
To  remove  the  cruel  yoke. 


Years  gone  by,  when  hearts  were  bleeding 
For  their  country  and  their  kin, 

Souls  grew  strong  and  took  on  courage 
When  that  starry  flag  was  seen. 

And  the  blue  that’s  in  that  banner 
Speaks  of  loyalty  unfeigned, 

And  the  joy  that  is  the  fruitage 
Of  the  victory  justice  gained. 


Years  are  gone  and  years  are  coming, 
And  the  flag  speaks  on  and  on 
Of  her  soldiers  and  her  sailors, 

Of  her  many  deeds  well  done. 

And  the  stars  that  dot  that  banner 

Speak  of  crowns  bedecked  with  gems, 
Gracing  well  the  brow  of  merit, 

Merit  its  own  diadem. 
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PANSY  BLOSSOMS. 


EDYTH  WOODWARD. 


HE  sweet-faced  pansy  blossoms, 
With  their  eyes  so  very  bright, 
Come  with  gentle  Springtime, 
Are  hailed  with  glad  delight. 
These  sweet  little  flowers  look 
Just  as  if  they  really  knew 
The  world  was  much  happier 
Because  they  were  here,  too. 


The  sweet-faced  pansy  blossoms, 
They  look  and  seem  to  say : 
The  violet  and  the  daisy 
Are  here,  too,  today. 

But  you  will  remember  me, 

As  of  others  you  are  told, 
For  not  one  can  compare 

With  the  purple,  red  and  gold. 
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TEARS  CANT  BRING  MOTHER  BACK. 


CHARLES  A.  REESE. 


OU  put  flowers  on  your  mother’s  grave, 
Your  tears  fall  like  the  dew ; 

Did  your  own  mother  try  to  save 
When  she  was  here  with  you? 

It  is  so  easy  tears  to  shed, 

With  some  ’tis  quite  a  knack ; 

They  only  desecrate  the  dead, 

Tears  can’t  bring  mother  back ! 


CHORUS. 

Tears  can’t  bring  mother  back,  my  boy, 
Her  face  you  cannot  view ; 

You  should  have  added  to  her  joy 
When  she  was  here  with  you ! 

Arouse  your  sleeping  conscience,  lad, 
And  look  back  o’er  your  track, 

And  count  the  times  you  made  her  sad — 
Tears  can’t  bring  mother  back ! 


The  flowers  you  put  upon  her  mound 
Are  subject  to  decay; 

And  soon  they  will  be  blown  around, 
Or  wither  where  they  lay. 

Can  you,  before  your  mother  fell, 
Look  back  upon  your  track, 

And  without  pangs  the  story  tell  ? 
Tears  can’t  bring  mother  back. 


Were  no  hard  words  expressed  by  you, 
That  should  have  been  repressed? 
Did  you  do  all  a  son  could  do 
When  mother  was  distressed? 

Were  you  a  kind  and  loving  son, 

Or  were  you  often  slack? 

Confess  your  faults,  thou  erring  one — 
Tears  can’t  bring  mother  back. 
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You  could  have  saved  your  mother,  lad, 
For  many  future  years, 

Had  you  but  tried  to  make  her  glad ; 

But  neither  flow’rs  nor  tears 
You  spread  or  shed  upon  her  grave 
Can  her  still  heart  attract ; 

It  is  too  late  her  life  to  save — 

Tears  can’t  bring  mother  back. 


Her  heart,  which  beat  in  life  for  you, 

Is  cold  in  death’s  embrace! 

Forever  hidden  from  your  view 
Is  her  dear  form  and  face! 

Her  eyes  are  closed,  her  lips  and  tongue 
The  pow’r  of  speech  now  lack ; 

Her  prayers  are  said,  her  songs  are  sung — 
Tears  can’t  bring  mother  back. 


Her  hands  are  folded  on  her  breast, 
Her  feet  no  more  will  tread 
The  floor  for  you,  they’re  now  at  rest, 
She’s  cold,  and  stiff,  and  dead! 

All  that  is  mortal  lies  beneath 
Six  feet  of  earth,  alack ! 

Why  weep  when  she  has  found  relief? 
Tears  can’t  bring  mother  back ! 

When  conscience  has  awakened  quite, 
And  you  lay  down  to  die, 

And  enter  on  the  endless  night, 

A  few  for  you  will  cry. 

And  when  you’re  lying  there  alone 
You’ll  awaken  to  the  fact 
That  there  is  much  you’ve  left  undone ! 
Tears  can’t  bring  mother  back. 
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TORN  WITH  SHOT,  HE’S  PASSING  AWAY. 


HIACINTHIA  ETHERIDGE. 


H,  bleeding  his  life  away, 

His  spirit  waits  a  fairer  day, 

When  cometh  there  no  clouds  or  rain, 

No  sorrow  there,  nor  pain, 

Where  there  is  nothing  but  joy  and  light, 
Caring  neither  for  day  or  night. 


Under  yonder  bush  he  lies, 

His  spirit  gone  to  a  better  home; 
His  body  still  is  with  us, 

But  death  has  closed  his  eyes ; 
While  we  weep  over  his  sad  grave, 
He  is  safe  in  Paradise. 


There  he  suffers  no  jeers  or  scorn, 
Peaceful  in  Celestial  form; 

And  I  would  be  glad, 

Were  my  time  at  hand, 

When  I  could  leave  this  world  so  sad 
And  be  with  that  heavenly  band. 
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OUR  LIFE  WAS  AN  EMPTY  DREAM. 


ISAIAH  GOTT. 


UR  hearts  were  sad  and  lonely, 

And  life  was  an  empty  dream, 

Until  our  little  baby  came 

Creeping  into  each  heart,  did  seem. 
It  brought  both  joy  and  sunshine, 
And  filled  our  home  with  love, 

And  how  we  loved  that  darling  child — 
Our  angel  from  Above ! 


We  watched  o’er  it  with  love  and  care, 
It  was  our  heart’s  delight 
To  see  this  darling  growing  up, 

So  beautiful,  good  and  bright. 

But  our  joy  was  of  short  duration, 
Before  the  gathering  gloom ; 

A  fever  laid  our  baby  low, 

And  we  placed  her  in  the  tomb. 


We  watched  over  Mamie  a  lonely  day, 
And  through  silent  midnight  gloom, 
And  it  was  just  before  the  dawn 
We  found  that  her  spirit  had  flown. 
Though  we  know  she’s  better  oflf, 

Our  hearts  with  grief  o’erflow ; 
How  we  miss  our  little  darling, 

No  one  but  God  can  know. 
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BYE-BYE,  MY  DARLING,  TO  YOU. 


JOHN  BOND. 

/i^UR  baby  is  so  sweet  and  its  little  heart  beats  like  other  ba- 

^  bies’  do ; 

She  laid  her  to  rest  and  her  little  feet  pressed,  bye-bye,  my  darling, 
to  you. 

Now  you  can  see,  she  smiles  upon  me — “Look,  papa,  now  do.” 

She  is  just  like  me,  you  can  now  see,  bye-bye,  my  darling,  to  you. 

Now  lay  down  awhile,  and  unto  me  smile,  like  other  babies  do; 

Those  eyes  sparkle  bright  and  a  darling  at  night,  bye-bye,  my  dar¬ 
ling  to  you. 

Now  “agoo”  for  da-da,  and  one  for  mamma,  like  other  babies  do; 

Eve  rocked  her  an  hour,  the  dear  little  flower,  bye-bye,  my  darling, 
to  you. 

How  nicely  she  sips  with  her  rosy  lips,  like  other  babies  do; 

And  moments  now  slip,  as  her  finger  tips,  bye-bye,  my  darling, 
to  you. 

Eve  done  my  best  and  do  now  request,  like  other  mammas  do : 

Do  lay  down  to  rest  and  cuddle  the  breast,  bye-bye,  my  darling, 
to  you. 

Ell  teach  her  to  pray  at  the  close  of  day,  like  other  mammas  do; 

She’s  a  dew-drop  of  bliss,  agoo,  agoo,  then  Ell  kiss,  bye-bye,  my 
darling,  to  you. 
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MAPLE  LEAVES. 


G.  F.  K. 
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N  the  hillside  bare  stood  a  lone  maple  tree, 

That  reached  high  up  to  the  sky; 

The  highest  leaves  seemed  to  sweep  the  clouds 
As  they  went  rolling  by. 

At  the  break  of  dawn,  heavy  with  dew  of  the  night  that  had  passed, 
Each  little  leaf  stirred  in  the  fragrant  breeze 
To  greet  the  light  of  the  morning  sun, 

Ere  midday  came  black  clouds  rolled  thick  and  fast. 


The  fragrant  breeze  that  played  with  the  fluttering  leaves, 
Was  now  a  strong  and  mighty  blast; 

It  shook  the  frame  of  the  maple  tree 
As  with  a  demon’s  grasp. 

Torrents  of  rain  there  fell  from  the  azure  dome, 
Thundering  clouds  were  rolling  by; 

The  day  had  done,  twilight  came  clearing  the  sky, 

The  leaves  shone  like  silver  in  the  pale  moonlight. 
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LIFE’S  MEMORIES. 


ELBERT  M.  JONES: 


r/fr  HERE’S  a  whisper  in  the  breezes  that  is  calling  me  today ; 

Whence  it  comes  and  where  it  lives  I  cannot  tell ; 

But  its  echoes  as  they  linger  seem  to  banish  fears  away, 

And  in  realms  of  sweetest  bliss  they  seem  to  dwell. 


There’s  a  memory  that  is  dearer  than  the  world  may  ever  know ; 

There’s  a  footstep  that  the  stranger  never  hears ; 

In  its  light  all  sorrows  vanish,  as  the  visions  come  and  go, 

And  its  memory  groweth  sweeter  with  the  years. 


There’s  a  promise  that  is  binding  and  its  words  are  sweeter,  far, 
Than  the  brightest  hope  that  earth  may  ever  claim ; 

And.  it  beams  along  my  pathway  as  a  pure,  unfading  star, 

With  its  bonds  of  love  and  sympathy  the  same. 


There’s  a  message  that  is  written,  tho’  ’tis  hid  from  other  eyes, 
And  its  beauty  other  minds  can  never  view ; 

But  its  notes  are  swiftly  ringing  and  it  seems  the  vaulted  skies 
Can  but  echo  and  re-echo  them  anew. 


It’s  the  place  that  seemeth  vacant,  there  a  flower  sweetly  stands, 
Tho’  transplanted  in  the  Eden  fields  above; 

And,  unseen,  ’tis  ever  tended  and  revived  by  gentle  hands, 

Yet  on  earth  reflects  its  ministries  of  love. 


In  the  morning  and  at  twilight  when  the  darkness  gently  falls, 
There’s  a  hand  that  lifts  the  burdens  and  the  care ; 

There’s  a  light  that  ever  shineth ;  there’s  a  voice  that  ever  calls, 
There’s  a  life  that  with  my  own  must  ever  share. 


TEXAS. 


ELBERT  M.  JONES. 


7IT  HERE’S  a  home  of  sweet  contentment,  there’s  a  land  of  noble 
^  birth, 

Where  nature  yields  her  plentitude,  the  gem  of  all  the  earth ; 
There  the  harvest  fields  are  glistening,  and  everywhere  resound 
The  songs  that  bid  you  welcome  to  the  place  where  jovs  abound. 


There’s  a  happiness  in  living  where  the  cotton  fields  are  white, 

And  the  zephyr’s  gentle  blowing  thrills  the  spirit  with  delight; 
Where  the  woodland  is  rejoicing,  and  the  voice  of  Nature  sings, 
And  where  human  hearts  are  gladdened  with  the  message  that  it 
brings. 

There’s  a  friendly  recognition,  there’s  a  welcome  there  for  you, 

In  the  broad  southwestern  country,  where  the  hearts  of  men  are  true ; 
Where  sons  of  honest  toil  are  found,  and  neighbors  are  akin, 
Where  hands  that  bid  the  stranger  come  will  help  him  work  and  win. 


The  beauty  of  fair  womanhood — nobility  of  youth, 

Alike  devoted  to  the  cause  of  mercy,  love  and  truth ; 

Such  virtues  bring  their  happiness,  make  home  its  fountain-head, 
A  joy  whose  half  was  never  told — its  story  never  read. 


May  its  welcome  ring  forever,  and  its  gates  remain  ajar, 
That  honest  sons  of  industry  may  hear  its  name  afar ; 

When  other  stars  are  waning  and  their  beauty  shall  decrease 
May  the  star  of  Texas  brighten  and  its  glory  never  cease. 


O,  favored  land  of  Texas,  pride  of  the  great  Southwest, 

What  hand  hath  so  provided  for  and  all  thy  people  blessed? 

Thy  bright  “Lone  Star”  is  beaming  still,  and  through  its  lustrous 
rays, 

Reveals  the  path  of  hope  to  all,  the  sign  of  better  days. 
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LOVE’S  GLORY  SONG. 


THEKLA  M.  BRUMBY. 

PERFECT  WORLD  where  love’s  own  law  in  bonds  of  union 
sweet 

Links  souls  and  lives  forevermore  in  harmony  complete! 

O  sing  the  height  and  breadth  and  depth  of  faultless,  deathless  love, 
In  vibrant  psalms  of  gladness  that  shall  reach  the  throne  above. 
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O  primrose  land  of  heart’s  desire,  ’way  in  a  far  somewhere, 

Where  the  stars  shine  down  thro’  the  milky  way  on  love  superbly 
fair ; 

Come  drink  of  nectared  draughts  divine  by  world-forgetting 
streams, 

And  find  that  life  is  love,  dear  heart,  and  life  is  what  it  seems. 


Believe  the  wondrous  universe  of  God  has  planned  for  this, 
And  has  thro’  countless  ages  gone  ordained  this  hour  of  bliss ; 
That  in  this  hour,  this  perfect  day,  two  lives  be  lost  in  one, 
And  all  the  wild  hosannas  ring  “Thy  glorious  will  be  done.” 


Hark!  the  chorus  ring  the  vaulted  skies  in  splendid  measure! 

Hear  the  birds  with  winsome  voices  chanting  at  their  leisure ; 

All  the  earth  this  happy  hour  in  joyful  notes  prolong, 

As  from  high  Heaven  there  comes  the  strain  of  Love’s  own  glory 
song. 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


95 


COME  HITHER,  GENTLE  SUNSHINE. 


H.  MAGDALENE. 

COME  hither,  gentle  sunshine, 

Come  warm  my  aching  heart, 
Come  soothe  like  balmy  springtime, 
Come  fill  each  longing  part. 


Come  with  thy  rays  of  gladness, 
Come  with  unspoken  love, 

Come  drive  out  we^ry  sadness, 
Come  quick,  thou  peaceful  dove. 


Come  with  thy  sky-born  message, 

Come  with  thy  queenly  tread, 

Come  with  ethereal  blessing, 

Come  raise  sweet  thoughts  long  dead. 


Come  love  me  back  to  life  again, 

Come  throb  through  every  vein, 
Come,  radiant,  beaming  sunshine, 
Come,  solely  shalt  thou  reign. 

Come  hither,  gentle  sunshine, 

Come,  thou  impelling  spright, 

Come,  leave  again  thy  image, 

Come,  and  quick  must  flee  the  night. 
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FORSAKEN. 


AGNES  TABEA  GOTSCH. 


Y  love  has  gone  across  the  sea, 
Leaving  my  heart  forsaken ; 

But  hope  will  soon  return  to  me 
If  ocean  wave  not  take  him 
Down  to  a  wet  and  sandy  grave. 

Oh,  may  he  come  back,  well  and  safe, 
To  one  that’s  waiting  every  day 

For  a  message  thousand  miles  away. 


The  sun  was  shining  very  dim 
One  day,  when  I  was  thinking, 

And  oh !  what  should  a  message  bring — 

Bad  news,  the  ship  was  sinking; 

Oh,  love,  you  never  will  return 
To  one  that  has  been  a-waiting, 

To  see  you  home,  yes,  home  again, 

Dear  one,  my  heart  is  breaking ! 

REFRAIN. 

Is  it  just  a  dream,  or  can  it  be  true? 

That  ocean  waves  have  taken  one  I  loved  away  ? 
Farewell  to  you,  oh,  dear  one! 

Sad  I  am,  left  alone, 

But  always  will  remember 
The  day  you  left  home. 
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LOVE  UNREQUITED. 


S.  FRED  LEESE. 

HE  night  is  cold  and  dreary,  dear  heart, 

The  storm  roars  with  an  angry  blast, 

And  the  Winter  Nymphs  are  breathing  hard, 

As  to  and  fro  they  hurry  past. 

In  their  frosty  grasp,  I  see  thy  face, 

As  tho’  t\vere  a  wraith  going  by; 

I  beckon  to  thee, — but  thou  art  gone, — 
Whirl’d  away  with  a  smothered  sigh. 

Oh,  cruel  storm,  from  whence  did  thou  come? 

Why  didst  thou  steal  from  me  my  love? 
Couldst  thou  not  have  satiate  thy  greed 
Otherwise?  Nor  such  monster  prove? 

Must  needs  gorge  thyself  with  the  virtue 
Of  hapless  woman?  Thou  brazen  liar! 

Oh,  bring  her  back  !  Thou  wretched  craven ! 
E’er  my  last  spark  of  hope  expire. 


Temper  thou  thy  wrath,  oh,  cruel  storm. 

Ebb  thy  waves  to  lower  degree, 

Flood  not  all  virtue  in  bitter  gall, 

And  thus  liken  it  unto  thee. 

Have  mercy,  as  thou’d  have  mercy  shown 
To  thee,  thou  heartless,  wicked  ghoul ! 

Come  back,  dear  heart,  tho’  the  storm  doth  rage, 
And  we’ll  prove  that  true  love  doth  rule. 

Query : 

Oh,  where  art  thou,  my  darling,  tonight? 

While  the  storm  is  raging  thus  fierce? 

To  think  thou  art  alone  in  the  cold, 

Like  a  sword  my  sad  heart  doth  pierce. 

Come  to  me,  dear,  in  a  dream,  and  say: 

Thou’rt  free  from  the  storm’s  cruel  wrath, 
That  thou’rt  sheltered  from  harm,  thou  art  safe, 
That  thou’rt  still  on  the  beaten  path. 
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KEEP  MOVIN’. 


S.  E.  T.  ANSLEY. 


F  you  strike  a  briar  or  a  rose, 
Just  keep  movin’, 

If  it  snows  or  if  it  blows, 

Just  keep  movin’. 

’Taint  no  use  to  wail  and  cry, 
When  the  fish  ain’t  goin’  to  bite, 
Bait  your  hook  and  keep  on  goin’ 
Just  keep  movin’. 
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When  it  looks  like  all  is  gone,' 
Just  keep  movin’, 

Drain  the  honey  from  the  cup, 
Just  keep  movin’. 

See  the  bird  that’s  flyin’  past, 
Hear  the  bells  that  softly  peal, 
When  you  feel  like  crying,  laugh, 
Just  keep  movin’. 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


99 


TO  SUCCESS. 


C.  SMITH  BARLOW,  JR. 
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F  e’er  one  finds  no  end  but  lost, 
Nor  gold  enough  to  pay  the  cost, 
Look  not  so  weary,  tempest  tossed, 
But  hard  wheel  ’till  bar  is  crossed. 


If  oft  the  trial,  although  in  vain, 
Think  not  of  sorrow,  nor  of  pain, 

But  ever  steadfast,  ever  sane, 

Success  great  path,  ’twill  then  be  lain. 


Success,  success  within  one’s  breast, 
Comes  not  as  the  bird  to  nest, 

But  seek  and  find  through  endless  stress, 
Be  true  to  God  and  He  will  bless. 


LOFC, 


IOO 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


BURDEN’S  BEATIFIC 


EDWARD  SAVAGE. 


HANKS  for  burdens,  precious  burdens, 
That  we  never  can  lay  down, 

Till  they’re  transformed  each  in  gladness 
To  a  priceless  Heavenly  crown. 


Crowns  of  grateful  joy  God  gives  us, 
Each  bestud  with  stars  of  light; 
Simple  may  the  service  have  been, 
But  it  makes  Earth-Heaven  bright. 


Yes,  Earth-Heaven,  very  Heaven, 

Bound  up  here  on  Earth  today. 

In  the  lives  for  whom  we  labor, 

Opens  out  in  joy  for  aye. 

Oh  the  gladness  of  this  labor, 

Full  of  promise,  joy  and  light, 

When  night  darkens,  thro’  the  cloud-rifts, 
Gleam  our  stars  e’er  clear  and  bright. 
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THE  BLESSED  SEASONS. 


BERTHA  A.  FENNER. 


HE  birds  they  are  calling,  the  Autumn  leaves  falling, 

To  remind  that  Winter  is  coming  again; 

Our  hearts  they  are  yearning,  while  the  seasons  are  turning 
And  so  much  like  our  life  do  the  seasons  remain, 

The  Springtime  and  Summer,  the  Autumn  and  Winter, 

Reflects  but  our  whole  life  right  over  again, 

With  its  sunshine  and  shadow,  its  pleasure  and  pain. 


In  our  childhood,  we’re  growing,  our  hearts  are  o’erflowing, 
And  so  is  the  springtime  with  flowers  and  leaves, 

But  in  old  age  we  say,  we  have  not  long  to  stay, 

And  so  in  the  Autumn  do  birds,  flowers  and  trees, — 

But  we  have  the  promise  of  eternal  springtime, 

Which  makes  our  life  blessed,  and  don’t  let  us  grieve, 

O’er  the  flowers  that  have  faded,  or  the  last  falling  leaves. 


So  let  us  do  our  best  as  through  life  we  journey, 

To  lighten  the  burdens,  our  brother  must  bear, 

And  when  this  life  is  ended,  and  God  calls  his  chosen — 
In  the  eternal  springtime,  shall  I  meet  you  there? 
For  helping  each  other,  God  calls  our  best  talent. 

And  He  will  reward  us,  and  free  us  from  care. 
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THE  TRAMP’S  SOLILOQUY. 


MRS.  M.  E.  HULL. 


ERE  in  the  streets  am  I  wandering, 

Lonely,  I  wander  alone, 

Eve  not  a  friend  in  this  wide  world, 

Nor  have  I  a  place  to  call  home. 

I  have  not  a  child,  nor  a  kindred, 

Nor  one  cent  in  my  pocket  have  I, 

I  know  not  where  the  night  will  o’ertake  me, 
I  wish  I  could  lie  down  and  die. 


I  once  had  a  home  and  quite  plenty, 

A  wife  that  was  noble  and  true, 

A  child,  would  to  God  that  it  had  been 
That  I  should  be  faithful  as  you. 

Of  friends  had  I  then  quite  a  plenty, 

But  ah ;  I  had  money  then,  too, 

But  now  they  have  ail  gone  together, 

I  know  not  what  I  shall  do. 

I  am  only  a  tramp,  the  world  says, 

A  tramp  that  is  wretched  with  grief, 

If  my  conscience  would  not  trouble  me, 
Then  my  mind  would  find  some  relief. 
You  may  ask  what  caused  my  destruction, 
And  why  I  am  ruined  today, 

But  what  need  have  I  to  tell  you, 

’Twas  whiskey  that  led  me  astray. 


They  say  it’s  the  root  of  all  evil, 

The  destruction  of  many  a  home, 

I  am  sure  that  I  would  be  happier, 

If  I  had  but  let  it  alone. 

Now  all  of  the  time  I  condemn  myself, 
When  I  think  how  it  might  ’ave  been, 
If  I  had  not  tasted  of  whiskey, 

Or  frequented  a  gambler’s  den. 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


103 


AS  WE  JOURNEY  DAY  BY  DAY. 


MRS.  MARIAH  CLINE. 


ATCH  me,  oh,  my  gentle  Saviour, 
While  I  mingle  in  this  strife, 
And  when  my  feet  doth  falter, 

I  pray  Thee  guide  them  right, 
And  when  my  lamp  doth  flicker, 
Replenish  it  with  oil, 

And  give  me  grace  and  wisdom, 
While  I  for  my  Saviour  toil. 


Christ  has  paved  the  way  before  me, 
May  my  robe  be  spotless  white, 
As  I  travel  on  my  journey, 

A  working  for  the  right. 

I  know  my  Saviour  is  with  me, 

To  guide  me  on  my  way, 

I  will  praise  my  loving  Saviour, 

As  I  journey  day  by  day. 


While  I’m  working  for  my  Saviour, 
On  this  earth  of  toil  and  care, 

May  each  day  a  star  be  added, 

To  the  crown  in  Heaven  I’ll  wear. 
And  when  I  go  to  claim  the  ransom, 
That  my  God  prepared  for  me, 
May  I  hear  the  blessed  Saviour 
Say  “Well  done,  I  welcome  thee.” 
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THE  ARTIST’S  DREAM. 


LAURA  V.  CULLEN. 


ITTING  one  night  in  the  twilight, 
Alone  in  my  studio  bare, 

A  feeling  came  stealing  o’er  me, 
As  of  a  spirit  hov’ring  near. 

As  I  patiently  sat  and  waited, 

For  I  knew  not  what, 

A  figure  glided  gently  toward  me, 
And  when  before  me,  stopped. 


I  saw  in  the  vision  lovely, 

In  the  poise  of  that  golden  head, 

The  form  of  her  that  had  left  me, 

To  be  numbered  with  the  dead. 

Her  face  aglow  with  a  Heavenly  smile, 

On  her  lips  a  sacred  theme, 

And  I  stretch  out  my  arms  to  embrace  her, 
But  alas !  ’Tis  only  a  dream. 


My  memory  quickly  led  me, 

Back  to  those  days  of  yore, 

To  that  home  beside  the  river 
With  the  roses  ’round  the  door. 

To  the  little  church  upon  the  hill. 

Where  each  Sabbath  we  knelt  in  prayer, 
And  the  peals  of  the  organ  again  I  hear, 
As  I  had  often  heard  it  there. 


Ah!  the  years  have  been  long  and  dreary, 
Since  I  laid  her  down  to  rest, 

’Mid  the  daisies  and  the  violets, 

The  flowers  she  loved  best, 

For  one  short  year  she  had  been  my  bride, 
And  that  year  had  been  filled  with  love, 
But  the  Angels  bore  my  darling 
To  those  realms  of  Eternal  Love. 
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SHE  IS  THE  ONE  GIRL  IN  THIS' WORLD  FOR  ME. 


CLARIBEL  GARDNER. 


( 3[  RICH  man  goes  whizzing  by  in  an  auto  of  record  speed, 
And  his  chauffeur  looks  ahead,  perceives  a  hoary  steed, 


He  toots  his  horn  and  warning  gives  to  the  maiden  in  advance, 
And  the  world-worn  man  gave  the  charming  face  a  languid  glance ; 
But  after  that  careless  glance  he  starts  as  from  weary  dreams, 
For  at  last  he  found  the  girl  he  loved,  and  his  eyes  with  joy  beams. 


He  quickly  bows  to  her  with  the  air  and  the  manner  of  a  prince, 
But  she  looks  at  him  so  coldly  that  with  pain  he  does  wince, 
Then  he  gave  an  order  to  stop  and  went  towards  the  maid, 

And  signaled  the  chauffeur  to  go  ahead  just  as  the  sun  did  fade; 
“Why -do  you  treat  me  so  cruelly?”  and  reproach  was  in  his  voice, 
“Because,  sir,  should  I  not,  as  I  have  no  other  choice.” 


“But,  little  girl,  if  I  love  you  and  want  you  for  my  wife, 

Should  you  for  your  haughty  pride  make  me  lonely  for  life?” 
“But  why  should  you  love  me,  when  I  am  all  unknown  and  poor, 
And  you  are  great  and  rich,  and  there  are  others  galore?” 
“Because  in  this  world  of  maidens  there  is  but  one  for  me, 

And  I’ll  love  and  cherish  her  forever,  until  eternity.” 
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OPPORTUNITY’S  CALL. 


CLARIBEL  GARDNER. 


HEN  opportunity  knocks  at  -a  door, 
He  favors  impartially  rich  and  poor ; 
His  call  is  the  watchword  to  success, 
To  get  out  of  life  the  very  best. 


He  comes  oft’  in  bright  array, 

To  throw  a  gem  in  mortal’s  way; 
And  when  his  knock  is  heeded  not, 
He  goes  to  brighten  another’s  lot. 


A  youth  sits  dreaming  of  doing  great, 
Never  heeding  the  cry,  “Act,  not  wait” 
And  opportunity  walks  grimly  on, 
Smiling  indulgently  on  the  throng. 


Through  the  lives  of  humble  and  great, 
His  presence  is  ignored  until  too  late, 
And  then  you  hear  mankind  deny 
That  he  has  heard  opportunity’s  cry. 
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DAME  NATURE’S  CPIARGE. 


W.  D.  MARTIN. 

ROM  fast  closed  caverns  in  her  great  abode, 

Dame  Nature  on  her  fleetest  wind  bestowed 

Her  greatest  charge :  “Go,  March,  and  fleet  of  wing 

Search  space  ’till  thou  hast  found  mine  isle  of  Spring. 

I  charge  thee  seek  ’till  thou  hast  found,  nor  rest, 

Thy  compass  take,  this  is  a  mighty  test ; 

Note  well  thy  flight,  and  bring  with  thee  aback, 

My  daughter  Spring,  your  path  she  will  bedeck. 

Up  sprang  the  bolts,  a  whirr,  a  rushing  sound, 

Nor  staid  Prince  March  to  question,  with  a  bound, 

A  leap,  a  dash,  an  instant,  and  was  gone 
In  search  of  bride,  and  that  fair  island  home. 

On,  on,  he  sped,  and  with  an  eagle’s  eye, 

Marked  in  aerial  flight,  marked  earth,  sea,  sky, 

Scanned  all  ’till  found,  oh  prince,  at  last,  at  last, 

A  moment  hovered,  and  his  heart  beat  fast. 

At  last,  great  prince,  thou  now  canst  fold  thy  wing, 
Thy  search  is  o’er,  here  lies  the  isle  of  Spring, 

No  eye  save  one  like  beauty  yet  has  seen 
The  prize  is  thine,  your  bride,  the  island’s  queen. 

Asleep,  alas,  my  greeting  may  be  cold? 

I  fear  to  wake,  my  presence  seemeth  bold ; 

Too  fair  to  hate,  canst  thou  not  love,  sweet  maid? 

I’ll  kneel,  yea,  I’ll  kiss  you ;  I’m  not  afraid. 

Awake,  arise,  fain  would  I  vigil  keep, 

And  be  content  to  love  you  e’en  in  sleep: 

This  pattern  home  of  flower  and  vine  and  tree, 

Thou  didst  not  make  design  alone  for  me. 

Canst  thou  not  hear?  again  then  I  will  kiss, 

“O  love,”  cried  Spring  (awakening  unto  bliss). — 

“Oh  March,  great  prince”  (and  clinging  to  his  breast) 
“You  have  kissed  my  soul,  here,  let  my  body  rest.” 
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SPRING. 


W.  D.  MARTIN. 


PRING,  Spring,  Spring, 

Spring  with  its  birds  and  flowers, 

Light  sunny  skies,  bright  butterflies, 
Spring  with  its  sheen  and  showers, 
Spring !  Spring !  Spring. 

Sing,  sing,  sing, 

Sing  out  your  sweet  songs,  O  bird, 

Sad  hearts  to  cheer,  glad  hearts  to  hear, 
Let  not  a  sad  note  be  heard, 

Sing !  sing !  sing. 

Flow,  flow,  flow, 

Flow  little  brook  in  delight, 

Play  hide  and  seek,  gay  hearted,  oh,  speak, 
Speak  out  your  glad  joy  in  flight, 

Flow,  flow !  flow. 

Swing,  swing,  swing, 

Seek  now,  little  child,  the  vine  swing, 
Springtime  is  youth,  swing-time  is  truth, 
Swing-time  is  everything, 

Swing!  swing!  swing! 
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FAILURE. 


JOS.  SOMMERDYKE. 


jgC  AILURE  is  the  only  path  which  leadeth  to  success, 

1/  No  other  way  can  you  find,  this  path  you  must  trespass 
If  you  would  the  glorious  throne  of  true  success  possess, 

Be  not  discouraged,  if  you  fall  on  the  pathway’s  step  ascent, 

Be  not  discouraged,  stick  to  the  task  upon  which  your  efforts  are 
bent ; 

Remember,  that  those  who  have  gone  before  and  reached  the  sum¬ 
mit’s  height, 

That  their  path  was  one  continuous  fall,  and  never-ending  fight. 
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MY  LITTLE  LOVER. 


SARAH  ELIZABETH  HOWARD. 


ENEATH  the  swaying,  sighing  trees  of  May, 
Where  grasses  fringe  the  dusty  traveled  way, 

I  saw  my  blue-eyed  little  lover  stand 
With  roguish  face,  his  dinner  pail  in  hand, 

And  toss  me  from  his  rosy  finger  tips, 

A  kiss  fresh  gathered  from  his  smiling  lips, 

And  little  knew,  no  sign  was  there  to  tell, 

That  that  sweet  picture  meant,  in  truth,  “Farewell. 
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When  June  came  dancing  down  her  pleasant  ways, — 
No  more  the  June  of  other,  dearer  days, — 

A  minor  strain  was  in  the  earth  and  air, 

A  precious  presence  missed  we  everywhere. 

The  birds  seemed  not  so  blithsome,  glad  and  gay, 

The  flowers  drooped,  as  though  they  fain  would  say, 
‘Where  waits  the  little  lad  we  used  to  know, 

The  one  who  cared  for  us  and  loved  us  so?” 


Where  last  he  laid  it  lies  his  little  cap; 

No  boy,  caressing,  sits  upon  my  lap, 

Or  seeks  with  earnest  student’s  eager  looks 
The  lessons  hidden  in  his  treasured  books; 

His  little  wagon,  branded  with  his  name 
In  crooked  letters,  stands  there  just  the  same, 

But  no  one  comes  to  care  for  bolts  and  wheels, 
With  all  the  proud  importance  that  an  owner  feels. 

At  every  turn  we  miss  the  happy  face,  . 

The  sturdy  figure,  full  of  boyish  grace, 

The  helping  hand,  the  merry  laugh  and  song, 

Nor  find  one  like  him  in  the  school-boy  throng; 

The  joy  that  happy  child  life  ever  brings, 

Is  wanting  now  in  countless  ways  and  things, 

And  know  we  truly  since  this  life  is  stilled, 

How  large  a  place  one  little  lover  filled. 
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MAMMY. 


CLARA  M.  WILLIAMSON. 

NLY  an  old  bent  Negress, 

With  a  face  as  black  as  coal, 

And  a  heart  full  of  love  for  her  ‘ 'white- folks/’ 
A  simple,  guileless  soul. 

She  sits  by  the  old  stone  wall, 

With  her  basket  of  Pralines  near  her, 

And  chatter  and  sings  all  day  long, 

For  she  thinks  that  the  angels  hear  her. 


“No,  I  neva  was  a  fiel’-han’, 

I  grow’d  up  in  de  white-folks  house, 

I  uster  be  ole  Mistus  lit’l  waitin’-maid, 

An’  had  ter  be  as  lively  as  er  mouse. 

She  was  as.  good  ter  me  as  her  own  lit’l  gal, 
She  l’arned  me  to  read  and  to  write, 

An’  made  me  go  to  meetin’  on  de  Sabbat’-day, 
An’  say  ma  pra’rs  every  night. 


I  t’ink  all  de  time  ob  dem  good  old  days 
An’  wish’t  dat  I  was  dar, 

Awaitin’  on  my  deah  old  Mistus, 

Lak  I  usteh  befo’  de  wah. 

But  old  Mistus  is  an  angel  in  Heben, 

An’  Pm  waitin’  de  Saviour’s  call, 

For  dese  ole  bones  is  sure  moughty  tiad, 
An’  I  knows  I  soon’ll  fall — 


Safe  in  the  ahms  ob  ma  Jesus, 

’Way  foem  all  trouble  an’  pain, 

I’ll  be  up  in  Heben  wit  ole  Mistus, 

An’  be  her  lit’l  waitin’-maid  again.” 

Having  finished  her  chat,  old  Mammy  arose, 

And  homeward  plodded  her  weary  way, 

With  her  head  held  high,  and  her  eyes  so  bright, 
For  she  had  been  talking  to  the  angels  all  day. 


1 12 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


A  DREAM  OF  HOME. 


NITA  BRADFORD. 


AST  night  when  I  was  sleeping, 

I  dreamed  a  dream  so  fair; 

I  thought  I  was  in  Dixie, 

In  old  Virginia  there. 

I  saw  my  old  home  once  again, 

The  valley  and  the  hill, 

The  meadow  and  the  little  brook, 
That  babbled  through  it  still. 
And  everything  was  just  the  same, 
As  when  I  left  to  roam, 

But  seemed  even  dearer  yet, 

That  glimpse  of  my  old  home ! 


Alas,  we  cannot  dream  fore’er, 

Awakening  must  come ; 

And  so  I  woke  with  morning’s  light, 

The  night  and  my  dream  were  done. 

But  no ;  for  it  seemed  to  me  then, 

As  if  my  dream  might  be 
A  call  from  the  home  of  my  childhood, 

Sent  after  long  years  to  me. 

And  I  determined  that  I  would  return  soon 
And  see  dear  old  Dixie  once  more, 

And  visit  the  scenes  where  I  lived  and  loved, 
In  the  sweet  golden  days  of  yore. 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


ii3 


THE  LAND  BEYOND. 


FANNY  BEATRICE  HILDRETH. 
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N  His  ways  the  soul  dwells  in  higher  thought, 
And  in  all  happiness  that  He  has  brought, 

’Tis  God’s  love  that  brings  happiness, 

And  fills  us  with  rest  that  we  may  not  fear ; 

All  o’er  the  land  is  shown  and  known 
He  gave  to  glorify  us  in  His  sight. 


The  years  are  long,  but  with  comfort  fraught, 

As  we  journey  His  love  drives  away  evil  thought, 
To  our  minds  and  souls  sweetest  peace  imparts, 
Of  the  land  we  love,  so  dear  to  our  hearts, 

With  the  love  He  giveth  we  shall  surely  find 
Happiness  along  life’s  wandering  path. 


SONG  OF  SPRING. 


FRANCES  ESTHER  FORREST. 

(H,  soft  blue  skies  o’er  the  April  light, 

The  rare  still  days  do  a  gladness  bring; 

The  buds  grow  green,  on  the  sunlit  trees 
And  oh !  just  hear  the  little  birds  sing. 

The  gardens  bloom  with  a  new  delight, 

The  grand  old  woods  many  blossoms  bring, 

The  violets  bloom  in  the  meadows  green, 

And  hear,  just  hear  the  little  birds  sing! 

The  bluebird  sings  in  the  cherry  tree, 

The  sweet  notes  loud  ’mid  the  blossoms  ring 

The  voice  all  clear  of  the  robin  hear, 

Oh  hear,  just  hear  the  little  birds  sing. 


Oh!  music  rings  ’mid  the  apple  blooms 
The  bluebird  bright  and  the  robin  bring! 
And  high,  clear  notes  of  the  oriole. 

Oh  hear,  oh  hear  the  little  birds  sing! 


McKinley. 


MRS.  N.  C.  WEST. 


cKINLEY,  our  hero,  has  fallen, 

By  the  hand  of  anarchy  slain ; 

Blit  we  know  what  is  the  nation’s  loss 
Is  his  eternal  gain. 


The  Almighty  arms  are  around  him, 
From  care  and  troubles  he  is  free, 
While  passing  away,  his  constant  prayer 
Was  “Nearer,  My  God,  to  Thee.” 


His  noble  deeds  are  all  recorded, 
And  God  the  record  keeps, 
Forever  firm  God’s  justice  stands, 
And  His  judgment  is  complete. 


The  golden  rule  he  lived  to  keep, 

And  served  his  country  free, 

“Lead,  Kindly  Light,”  his  favorite  theme, 
And  “Nearer,  My  God,  to  Thee.” 


One  consolation  is  he  is  not  dead, 
But  only  gone  before, 

For  life  is  God,  and  God  is  life 
In  Him  we  live  forevermore. 


This  blessed  assurance  ends  the  strife, 
And  biddeth  tumult  cease, 

The  good  fight  he  waged  is  over, 

In  Divine  Love  he  rests  in  peace. 


ON  THE  BEACH,  BESIDE  THE  SEA. 


SARAH  M.  JOYCE. 
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T  HAS  been  long  years  ago 
Since  I  wandered  to  and  fro 
On  the  beach,  beside  the  sea, 

And  you  listened  to  love’s  plea ; 

I  remember  how  we’d  stroll, 
Sometimes  sing  with  heart  and  soul 
Some  old  familiar,  sweet  air — 

Then  we  were  a  happy  pair. 


How  we’d  talk  of  love’s  young  dream, 
And  happy  we  both  did  seem ; 

Time  was  honeycombed  with  sweet, 
As  I  sat  to  rest  at  your  feet,  ■ 
Breathing  vows  of  love  to  you, 
Promising  to  be  ever  true ; 

But  alas !  little  sweetheart, 

We’ve  somehow  drifted  apart. 


Time  is  always  love’s  worst  foe, 

It  will  come  and  it  will  go; 
Afterward  it  settles  firm, 

Leaves  an  everlasting  germ ; 

Dear  sweetheart.  I’ve  come  back  now 
With  a  wreath  of  shells  for  your  brow. 
This  solitaire  ring  accept, 

Love’s  awake,  that  long  hath  slept. 
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THE  HARDENED  HEART. 


J.  P.  BOZARTIi. 

HERE  is  a  natural  heaving  in  the  breast 
For  eternal  and  everlasting  rest; 

Man  is  ever  sighing  here  below, 

His  eternal  resting  place  to  know. 


God  in  ’His  goodness  the  Book  did  bestow 
To  perfect  man  in  his  station  here  below, 
And  prepare  him  by  knowledge  Divine 
To  fill  in  all  eternity  a  station  more  sublime. 


But  the  hardness  of  heart  and  the  stiffness  of  his  neck 
Hath  made  him  through  all  the  ages  a  wreck ; 

Finally  Jesus,  the  God  man,  to  earth  came 
And  took  to  Himself  for  each  man  the  blame. 


And  said,  I  have  paid  the  debt  and  set  you  free, 
Come  give  your  heart  and  life  to  me ; 

Eli  make  it  pleasant  and  profitable  to  all 
Who  in  earnestness  and  faithfulness  call. 

I  will  pilot  you  safely  through  this  world  of  strife 
And  lead  you  gently  into  the  land  of  eternal  life ; 
That  is  my  mission  in  this  world  here  below, 

To  scatter  the  seeds  of  kindness  and  love  bestow. 


Accept  my  kind  intercession  and  proffer. 

For  why  will  you  yet  continue  to  be  a  scoffer 
When  so.  much  has  been  done  to  make  you  a  son 
Of  God  the  Father,  and  brother  of  God  the  Son. 
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A  TRIBUTE  TO  MY  WIFE. 


J.  P.  BOZARTH. 


SHADOW  is  over  my  life,  my  light  has  vanished, 
My  heart  lies  crushed  and  sad  in  silent  dread ; 
Strength  and  pride  and  happiness  he  banished, 
Beneath  a  grass-grown  mound  my  wife  is  dead. 


The  day  has  lost  its  brightness,  the  night  its  slumber, 
The  flowers  their  perfume,  the  birds  their  song, 

And  the  hours  sadly  add  their  number 
To  sadder  days,  so  we  slowly  walk  along. 


Too  well  I  know  this  my  own  great  sorrow, 

A  sorrow  that  will  crush  the  strong,  the  brave ; 
A  pain  that  deepens  with  each  sad  tomorrow, 

And  follows  with  its  shadow  to  the  grave. 


A  noble  life  was  hers  and  one  well  spent, 

Its  memory  fills  the  soul  with  sweet  content ; 

It  has  been  a  blessing  to  me  and  will  never  fail 
To  leave  a  blessing  along  its  noble  trail. 


Her  reward  was  never,  never  paid 
While  here  on  earth  she  stayed ; 

But  Jesus  had  a  crown  for  her  laid  away, 
That  will  never  bleach  or  fade  awav. 
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ON  THE  WINGS  OF  THE  MORNING. 
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THOS.  J.  BALL. 

T  WAS  on  the  wings  of  a  fine  Spring  morning, 
Between  midnight  and  twilight’s  dawning, 

While  on  my  couch,  was  sighing,  while  reclining, 
On  account  of  my  Savior,  denying, 

I  had  long  lived  in  my  sins — was  forlorn — 

This  chorus  came  on  the  wings  of  the  morn. 


CHORUS. 

My  Savior  was  calling,  saying,  Let  me  in, 

If  you  will,  I  will  cleanse  you  from  sin ; 

All  those  that  are  washed,  and  are  made  white, 
Angels  will  carry  the  tidings  bright 
To  dear  ones  in  Heaven,  in  their  robes  white, 
Who  will  welcome  all  to  that  Heavenly  light. 


I  could  not  longer  lie,  I  went  out  in  the  air, 

I  sat  on  the  porch,  in  the  old  arm-chair ; 

The  lilac,  the  rose,  and  fruit  trees  were  in  bloom, 
And  they  all  sent  out  a  rich  perfume. 

On  that  glad  morn  there  was  a  soul  anew  born, 
Tidings  came  on  the  wings  of  the  morn. 


Twilight  at  last  came,  the  birds  began  to  sing, 

The  mocking  bird  and  robins  notes  did  ring; 
Later  the  sun’s  rays  shone  on  the  verdure  green, 
Where  dewdrops  from  Heaven  were  plainly  seen. 
This  was  a  grand  sight  to  one  just  anew  born, 
Before  twilight,  on  the  wings  of  the  morn. 
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SAN  FRANCISCO’S  FALL. 


THOS.  J.  BALL. 


WAS  toward  the  setting  sun;  at  the  golden  gate, 
It  was  there  San  Francisco  met  her  sad  fate. 

’Twas  early  morning,  while  .repose  was  most  sweet, 
There  was  a  hand  laid  on  man’s  plans  to  defeat. 


Doubtless  many  were  sleeping,  fanned  by  the  balmy  air. 
While  the  earthquake  was  rocking  this  city  fair ; 

They  were  not  dreaming  of  danger  while  in  repose, 
How  many  fell  in  death  only  one,  God,  knows. 


Later  on  there  was  a  quake  and  the  city  fell ; 
This  only  added  horror  to  the  death  knell ; 
’Twas  then  the  fiery  demon,  in  rage  and  red  glare 
Came  bounding  and  leaping,  claiming  his  share. 


Even  the  evil  winds  came  claiming  a  large  share, 
And  joined  hands  with  the  fiery  demon’s  glare; 
For  death  and  destruction,  they  seemed  not  to  care 
Until  they  laid  waste  this  city  once  so  fair. 


Closed  in  by  fallen  walls,  in  dark  despair, 
Methinks  some  offered  up  some  such  prayer : 
“Father  in  Heaven,  have  pity,  O !  how  can  it  be 
That  ’Frisco  is  the  Sodom  of  our  America !” 


Sometimes  the  Good  Shepherd  lays  on  a  chastening  rod, 
To  bring  his  sheep  to  green  pasture  that  leads  to  God ; 
And  out  of  sorrow,  pain  and  chaos.  He’ll  bring 
His  sheep,  where  the  silver  lining  may  be  seen. 

If  ’Frisco  would  escape  the  element  and  quakes, 

Repent,  and  sinful  ways  all  forsake; 

A  great,  model  city  she’s  going  to  be,  just  :wait, 

And  afar  will  be  to  all  her  golden  gates. 
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SHE  LOVES  ME  TRUE,  AND  I  LOVE  HER,  TOO. 


HENRY  BASTIAN. 


HILE  on  my  vacation  last  Summer, 

I  met  a  maiden  fair, 

With  baby  face  and  sweet,  brown  eyes, 
And;  wavy,  golden  hair. 

I  know  she  loved  me  truly, 

And  well  I  loved  her,  too; 

And  I  wanted  always  to  be  with  her — 
Yes,  all  my  whole  life  through. 


I  remember  on  the  Sunday  evening, 

The  close  of  a  fair,  warm  day, 

We  were  swinging  ’neath  the  cherry  tree, 
When  the  old  swing  gave  ’way. 

I  rescued  my  little  sweetheart, 

And  I  kissed  her  face  divine ; 

I  knew  then  how  I  loved  her, 

And  asked  her  to  be  mine. 


May  is  the  month  of  pure  delight, 
I  love  to  see  the  flowers  bright, 
Kiss  the  rose  and  then  the  vine, 
You  in  this  a  question  find : 

May  I  kiss  you,  sweetheart  mine? 
May  I  kiss  you,  sweetheart  mine? 
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WHO  IS  GREAT? 


GRACE  HEWITT  SHARP. 


HO  is  great? 

The  boasted  lord  of  heired  estate? 

The  fashion  queen,  in  sumpt’ous  ease? 
Ambition’s  crowned? — yields  right,  to  please? 
The  theorist,  in  dreams,  at  peace, 

Asleep,  from  duties  finds  release? 

The  doctor  who,  in  cap  and  gown, 

Pours  information,  gains  renown, 

Yet  for  no  fact  can  cause  expound?  No! 


He  is  greatest  far  who  gives 

Back  love  for  hatred.  Binds,  forgives, 

Within  whose  soul  is  righteous  rest, 

Nor  pomp  nor  praise  is  made  life’s  quest. 
Whose  neighbor’s  good  is  as  his  own, 
Whose  motive  is  good,  to  enthrone, 
Whose  justice,  wisdom,  unselfish  love 
His  title  to  divineness  prove. 


That  person,  if  he  meet  applause, 

Or  if,  obscure,  he  lives  God’s  laws, 

Is  God’s  own  image,  His  estate, 

Is  God  bestowed,  the  good  are  great. 
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NEVER  MORE. 


EMMA  WITTE. 


HEN  the  autumn  leaves  are  fallin 
And  the  breezes  softly  sigh, 

When  the  golden  rod’s  in  bloom 
I’ll  return  again  to  you. 


Darling,  meet  me  by  the  wayside, 
Where  we  parted  months  ago, 

When  the  leaves  just  were  unfolding, 
And  the  violets  were  in  bloom. 


Leaves  lay  scattered,  softly  falling, 
And  the  golden  rod’s  in  bloom, 
Seems  the  breezes  sadly  sighing, 
You  will  never  see  her  more. 


In  the  churchyard,  there  he  lingered, 
For  he  had  found  a  new-made  grave, 
Bending  over,  weeping  bitterly, 

There  they  laid  his  love  away. 
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THE  FADED  FLOWER. 


HENRY.  E.  BAKER. 

(Dedicated  to  J.  M.  M.) 


E  ASK  me  why  I  should  keep  this  flower  that  is  withered 
and  old, 

Which  has  lost  all  its  summer  fragrance  and  its  beauty,  the  joy  of 
the  world ; 

As  I  gaze  on  its  petals  sweet  mem’ries  once  more  of  the  dim  past 
prevail, 

And  the  charm  of  their  presence  still  broods  over  me  like  the  breath 
of  the  sweet-scented  gale. 


She  wore  that  rose  on  her  breast, 

The  flower  that  I  love  the  best; 

How  softly  it  speaks  to  my  heart  anew 
Of  the  wondrous  sparkle  of  eyes  so  blue, 

Of  a  mantling  smile  so  sweetly  fair, 

And  I  think  of  the  maid  with  the  dark  brown  hair. 


And  now  that  so  long  Eve  cherished  it,  this  flower  that  Eve  loved 
so  well 

To  my  heart  is  far  dearer  than  of  yore,  how  dear  no  tongue  can  tell ; 

For  gentle  the  hand  that  plucked  the  bloom,  when  its  sweetness 
filled  the  air, 

And  gentle  the  touch  that  smoothed  each  leaf,  as  it  lav  ou  her  bosom 
fair. 


Then  when  the  days  are  dreary  and  my  heart  is  torn  with  pain, 

This  rose  makes  memory  sweet  and  I  am  young  again ; 

I  feel  the  warm  touch  of  a  clinging  hand,  I  live  in  a  smile’s  soft 
grace, 

That  fills  my  heart  with  a  transport  rare,  which  never  may  time 
efface. 
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IN  THE  COTTAGE  BY  THE  SEA. 


MRS.  L.*G.  CUMMINGS. 


at 


N  THE  cottage  by  the  sea 
My  dear  mother  lives  with  me, 

And  in  happiness  the  years  have  passed  away; 
But  now  mother  has  grown  old, 

Her  life’s  story’s  nearly  told, 

And  the  parting  time  comes  nearer  day  by  day. 
“My  dear  boy,”  she  said  to  me, 

And  the  tear-drops.  I  could  see 

As  I  looked  into  my  dear  old  mother’s  face, 
“You  must  marry,  love  another 
Who  will  take  the  place  of  mother, 

In  the  cottage,  in  the  cottage  by  the  sea.” 


In  the  cottage  by  the  sea 
Mother’s  love  and  sympathy 

Turned  life’s  shadows  into  sunshine  glad  and  bright ; 
All  are  gone  but  mother  dear, 

She  is  all  that  I  have  here, 

And  to  make  her  happy  now  is  my  delight. 

My  dear  mother,  don’t  you  see 
I  have  you  and  you  have  me, 

And  now  everything  is  right  as  right  can  be, 

And  if  I  should  have  some  other 
I  would  miss  you  still,  dear  mother, 

In  the  cottage,  in  the  cottage  by  the  sea. 
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A  PRAYER. 


MAUDE  S.  CONROY. 


E  ask  Thee  for  guidance  and  grace, 
Our  Father,  the  Ruler  of  all ; 

We  turn  to  Thee  each  one  his  face, 
We’ve  heard  and  answered  the  call. 


We  silently  listen  to  Thee, 

As  the  spirit  instructs  our  mind; 
And  almost  Thy  dear  face  can  see, 
In  Thy  love  we  cannot  be  blind. 


The  fruits  of  the  spirit  we  find, 

And  scatter  them  out  broadcast; 

They  are  love,  joy,  peace  to  the  mind, 

Long  suffering  and  gentleness  Thou  hast. 


Goodness  and  meekness  are  found, 

Faith  and  temperance  complete, 

The  fruits  of  the  spirit  are  all  around, 

If  we  fall  sincere  at  the  Savior’s  feet. 

/ 
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MY  EVENING  STAR. 


ETHEL  A.  HOWARD. 


WEET  evening  star,  send  forth  thy  light 
On  this  dark,  cold  and  dreary  night; 
Enlighten  my  path,  that  I  may  know 
The  way  to  God,  where  I  must  go. 


The  road  is  rough,  dear  evening  star, 
And  the  way  to  Heaven  is  very  far; 

I  ask  for  help  of  thee  alone, 

So  give  me  light  and. show  me  Home. 


My  way  grows  brighter,  and  I  see 
That  from  all  terrors  it  is  free. 

Send  forth  thy  light  to  shine  afar, 

My  evening  star  !  Sweet  evening  star  ! 
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A  PIPE  AND  A  GLASS  O’  BEER. 


LIZZIE  SHARRETT. 


WOMAN  sat  in  the  firelight, 

Her  face  was  lined  with  care; 

The  dimples  were  gone  from  her  faded  cheeks, 
There  were  silver  streaks  in  her  hair. 

She  was  scanning  the  evening  paper, 

And  by  the  dim  firelight 
She  discerned  a  “wedding  announcement,” 
That  had  taken  place  that  night. 


With  nervous  fingers  she  folded  away 
The  paper,  as  though  it  would  serve 
To  shut  out  the  dreary  picture 

That  through  her  memory  surged. 

She  remembered  another  announcement 
The  papers  contained  long  ago, 

Of  the  “prettiest  girl  in  the  village,” 

To  a  rising  young  lawyer  named  Lowe. 


The  bride  was  as  pure  and  as  lovely 

As  the  white  silken  gown  that  she  wore, 
Not  even  a  shadow  of  sorrow 

Had  crossed  her  bright  pathway  of  yore. 
The  groom  in  all  his  young  manhood 
Vowed  to  cherish  and  love  the  fair  maid ; 
He  had  wooed  with  all  the  young  ardor 
Within  artfully  laid. 


All  this  through  her  memory  went  surging, 
As  she  sat  by  the  firelight  alone ; 

No  one  was  near  her  to  comfort, 

For  the  one  she  had  loved  was  gone. 

He  had  forfeited  home  and  loved  ones, 

And  all  that  earth  holds  dear, 

He  had  cast  aside,  as  mere  nothing, 

For  a  “pipe  and  a  glass  of  beer.” 
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DEAREST  MOTHER/ 


ANDREW  THOMPSON  DOUTHETT. 

UDDENLY  an  angel  bright 
Came  to  me  on  wings  of  light, 

Bringing  song  and  sweet  perfume, 
Filling  all  my  dreary  room 
With  the  essence  of  a  love 
From  transcendent  realms  above. 

Dearest  Mother !  Dearest  Mother  ! 

CHORUS. 

’Tis  a  spirit  sweet  indeed, 

And  to  it  I  can  but  plead 
That  with  mine  it  may  be  one, 

And  through  all  the  ages  run, 

Like  a  soul  that  sweetly  sings 
And  to  mine  in  transport  clings, 
Dearest  Mother ! 


That  our  love  may  tow’r  sublime 
Over  ev’ry  change  of  time, 

And  o’er  ev’ry  pow’r  of  speech 
Its  sublimity  may  reach, 

With  our  spirits  made  to  be 
Kindred  for  eternity, 

Dearest  Mother  !  Dearest  Mother  ! 

(Dedicated  to  My  Mother.) 
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SLEEP,  BABY,  SLEEP. 


ANDREW  THOMPSON  DOUTHETT. 


LEEP,  baby,  sleep,  thy  mother’s  here, 
And  loving  angels  very  near. 

Now  do  not  sigh,  now  do  not  weep, 

But  just  lay  thee  down  in  peace  to  sleep; 
Just  rest  thy  head,  and  dry  that  tear, 
And  know  there  is  no  cause  for  fear. 
Sleep,  baby,  sleep ;  sleep,  baby,  sleep, 

And  angels  will  thy  vigil  keep. 


CHORUS. 

Sleep,  baby,  sleep,  thy  mother’s  here, 
And  loving  angels  very  near; 

Now  rest  thy  head  and  dry  that  tear, 
Thy  Savior  once  had  less  of  cheer. 


God  bless  my  dear  and  lovely  child, 

And  shield  him  from  the  world  so  wild, 
And  in  this  place  of  sin  and  strife, 

Protect  him,  Lord,  throughout  his  life; 
Around  him  throw  Thy  strong  right  arm, 
And  keep  him  from  the  tempter’s  harm, 
And  while  his  life  its  course  doth  run, 
Thine  everlasting  will  be  done. 

(Dedicated  to  Miss  Miriam  Rosalind  Douthett. 
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YEARNING. 


ANDREW  THOMPSON  DOUTHETT. 


OVE  birds  are  singing  their  soft  notes  of  glee, 
Flowers  bow  low  to  the  wild  humming  bee; 
Wandering  rivulets  and  sweet  breezes, 

Thrilling  with  life,  each  object,  so  pleases ! 
Wandering  rivulets  and  sweet  breezes, 

Thrilling  with  life,  each  object,  so  pleases ! 


CHORUS. 

Hoping  your  heart  is  now  turning  to  me, 
For  I  am  thinking,  my  dear  one,  of  thee; 
But  all  this  rapture  is  lost  upon  me, 

O,  I  am  yearning,  my  darling,  for  thee ! 


Perfume  o’erbiirdens  the  mild,  gentle  air, 

All  is  so  lovely,  surprisingly  fair ; 

Sunlight,  smiling,  decks  meadow  and  mountain, 
Music  ravishes  grove,  hill  and  fountain ! 
Sunlight,  smiling,  decks  meadow  and  mountain, 
Music  ravishes  grove,  hill  and  fountain ! 

(Dedicated  to  Miss  Anna  Douthett.) 
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ANNA  DEAR. 


ANDREW  THOMPSON  DOUTHETT. 


ANNA  dear,  in  years  to  be, 

A  star,  you’ll  lure  the  fondest  gaze, 
And  some  bright  eyes  will  quickly  see 
That  you  can  hallow  all  their  days ; 
O,  day  to  come,  in  years  to  be, 

O,  star  to  lure  the  fondest  gaze, 

Yes,  some  sad  eyes  will  quickly  see 
That  you  can  brighten  all  their  rays. 


CHORUS. 

The  birds  will  chirp  upon  the  trees, 

The  flowers  will  bloom  beneath  your  feet 
The  winds  will  sing,  and  hum  of  bees 
Will  make  the  day  divinely  sweet. 


May  mind  and  matter  join  in  song 
To  lift  you  into  realms  serene, 

Away  above  the  common  throng, 

Where  things  unearthly  may  be  seen ; 
Now  blessings  fall  on  you  like  rain, 

And  make  your  life  a  garden  sweet, 
Where  perfume  may  assuage  all  pain, 

And  round  you  out  a  song  complete. 
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THE  SONG  OF  LIFE. 


MISS  M.  V.  THOMAS. 


y 


IS  a  wonderful  piece  of  music 
Of  time’s  great  concert  a  part, 

As  the  master  hand  of  Destiny  plays 
On  the  chords  of  the  human  heart. 


There  are  ringing  peals  of  laughter, 
There  are  echoes  of  childish  glee, 
With  the  pure  joy  of  living  a  life 
Untrammeled,  happy  and  free. 


And  it  melts  in  a  tender  cadence 
As  the  years  are  gliding  by, 

Into  a  soft,  mysterious  trill 
Between  a  song  and  a  sigh. 

It  swells  to  a  gladsome  lullaby, 

Then  sinks  to  a  gentle  croon ; 

And  a  note  that  tells  of  anxious  care, 
Swells  the  music  all  too  soon. 


By  and  by  a  sound  of  discord 
Is  heard  in  that  wondrous  strain, 
Like  the  wail  of  a  soul  in  anguish, 
Or  the  cry  of  a  heart  in  pain. 


But  it  sinks  to  a  sad,  sad  quaver, 
Like  the  moan  of  a  spirit  crushed, 
As  Destiny  drops  the  heart  strings, 
And  the  song  is  forever  hushed. 
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UNDER  A  CLOUD. 


JENNIE  E.  MURRAY. 


CLOUD  that  makes  the  bravest  fear 
Is  hanging  o’er  our  sky ; 

No  silver  lining  doth  appear 
Nor  has  it  yet  rolled  by. 

It  hovers  over  many  homes 
That  once  were  fair  and  bright, 

But  now  distress  and  sorrow  comes 
Where  falls  this  withering  blight. 


The  wife  who  once  did  long  to  hear 
The  firm  and  manly  tread 
Of  her  young  husband,  now  in  fear 
Has  learned  his  step  to  dread. 

The  mother  of  her  son  so  proud 
Before  the  tempter  came, 

But  now  her  head  in  shame  is  bowed 
Whene’er  she  speaks  his  name. 


Why  should  such  wrongs  unpunished  go, 
Or  is  there  no  redress, 

No  way  to  stem  this  tide  of  woe 
And  bring  back  happiness? 

Unto  these  homes  of  joy  bereft 
A  ray  of  hope  and  cheer, 

And  peace  to  aching  hearts  now  left 
To  grieve  in  doubt  and  fear. 


Ah !  rum  seller,  I  pray  beware, 

Your  guilt  you  cannot  screen; 

Some  day  you’ll  meet  your  customers  where' 
No  counter  stands  between. 

And  to  that  God  who  reigns  on  high 
You’ll  have  to  answer  then. 

For  bringing  untold  misery 
Upon  your  fellow  men. 
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LAST  NIGHT. 


WINIFRED  WINN  RUTTY. 


AST  night  I  heard  a  knock  at  the  door, 

While  the  night  wind  sobbed  and  wailed, 

And  I  knew  ’twas  the  call  of  some  poor  lost  soul 
Who  had  battled  with  life,  and  failed. 

But  ere  I  could  ope’  the  casement  wide 
There  was  naught  without  but  the  rain 
And  the  wind  swept  into  the  fire-lit  room, 

With  the  sigh  of  a  soul  in  pain. 

Oh !  weary  pilgrim,  retrace  your  steps, 

The  door  shall  be  opened  wide; 

Here  is  welcome,  warmth  and  love  again 
To  the  soul  so  long  denied. 


Last  night  an  old  love  knocked  at  my  heart, 

At  the  door  so  long  disused, 

But  the  hinge  had  grown  stiff  with  a  jealous  pain, 
And  to  quickly  ope’  refused. 

And  Love  stood  there  in  the  cold  and  storm, 
While  I  tried  and  tried  again, 

But  at  last  with  a  moan  he  turned  away, 

Soon  lost  in  Life’s  mist  of  pain. 

Oh !  tender  love,  come  back,  come  back, 

You  hold  in  your  hand  the  key 
Of  new-born  faith  and  an  old,  fond  love 
Thou  wilt  open  Love’s  door  for  me. 
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IF  WE  KNEW. 


W.  H.  APPERLEY. 
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F  we  knew  who  we  are,  and 
Where  we’ve  lived  before, 

If  we  knew  the  home  we’re  reaching 
Upon  the  golden  shore, 

Our  eyes  would  see  more  beauties, 
Our  hearts  would  feel  the  thrill, 
And  our  minds  would  be  in  tune 
With  the  Universal  Will. 


If  we  knew  the  wealth  within  us, 
The  mines  of  purest  gold, 

The  sparkling  gems  of  wisdom 
And  poems  new  and  old, 

We  would  let  our  lives  unfold  as 
The  petals  of  the  rose, 

That  grows  in  richest  soil  where 
The  silvery  fountain  flows. 


If  we  knew  the  Law  of  Love  we 
Would  sow  as  we  would  reap; 
If  we  knew  the  Law  of  Justice 
We’d  guide  our  erring  feet. 

If  we  knew  our  higher  self  and 
The  language  of  the  soul, 

We  could  guide  the  bark  of  life 
Where  the  angry  waters  roll. 


If  we  knew  the  cause  of  pain  and 
The  language  that  it  speaks, 

If  we  knew  the  wounds  we  give 
When  our  better  nature  sleeps, 

We  would  always  act  in  kindness 
And  dry  our  brother’s  tears, 

While  our  hearts  would  be  attuned  to  the 
Music  of  the  spheres. 
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If  we  knew  just  why  we  came 
And  why  we  cannot  stay, 

If  we  knew  the  angel  voices  that 
Speak  to  us  each  day, 

We  would  work  and  wait  and  listen 
For  the  mystic  soul-breathed  call, 
As  we  tread  life’s  holy  mission, 
With  love  to  one  and  all. 

If  we  knew  the  Christ  within 
That  is  waiting  to  be  born, 

If  we  knew  the  friends  so  near  us 
With  loyal  hearts  so  warm, 

And  the  mystery  of  our  being 
And  God’s  eternal  plan, 

We  would  see  our  image  carved 
Into  the  Perfect  man. 
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NATURE. 


G.  WILL  MOREHOUSE. 


<£> 


H !  self-deceivers, 

Sweep  the  cobwebs  from  your  brain, 

Let  your  own  mind  be  your  guide 
And  there  let  reason  reign. 

Yes,  let  reason  reign, 

And  the  God  of  reason  own 
And  that  base  usurper,  bigotry, 

From  reason’s  realms  dethrone. 

The  book  of  nature  is  God’s  sacred  book, 
Written  by  that  mighty  hand, 

And  each  clause  in  nature’s  laws 
Is  but  a  divine  command. 

Go,  learn  of  the  lark  that  soars  in  the  sky, 
Learn  from  the  rippling  brook, 

The  sun,  moon  and  every  star 

Is  a  glittering  text  in  that  mighty  book. 
Go  learn  from  the  instinct  of  the  brute 
In  nature’s  garden  wild, 

For  nature  is  instinct’s  guide, 

Reason,  instinct’s  child. 

Learn  the  eternal  laws  of  life, 

The  moral  and  divine; 

Obey  the  mandates  of  that  law, 

The  victory,  then,  is  thine. 

Disobedience  a  wound  inflicts, 


The  wound  may  heal,  the  scar  remains, 
For  if  you  strive  with  nature 
Death  the  victory  gains. 
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MEMORIES  OF  MY  OLD  PENOBSCOT  HOME. 


WILMOT  K.  STINSON. 


at 


N  THE  dear  old  Pine  Tree  State, 

Many,  many  years  now  past, 

Back  to  childhood’s  happy  days  my  fancy  goes, 
Where  ’mid  fields  of  waving  corn 
We  would  roam  the  whole  day  long, 

Down  where  the  old  Penobscot  River  flows. 


In  our  childhood’s  happy  hours, 

Roaming  wild  among  the  flowers, 

Then  not  a  care  or  trouble  e’er  arose ; 

There’s  a  dear,  familiar  spot 
That  I  never  have  forgot, 

Down  where  the  old  Penobscot  River  flows. 


We  would  wander  all  the  day 
Through  the  fields  of  waving  hay, 

Where  bloomed  the  daisies  and  the  sweet  wild  rose ; 
Through  each  lane  and  shady  nook, 

Listened  to  the  rippling  brook, 

Down  where  the  old  Penobscot  River  flows. 


Many  years  have  past 
Since  I  saw  the  old  place  last, 

How  the  changes  cause  me  sorrow,  no  one  knows. 
There  is  not  a-  single  day 
That  my  thoughts  don’t  wander  away, 

Down  where  the  old  Penobscot  River  flows. 
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I’M  WRITING  HOME  TO  MOTHER,  BOYS. 


A.  LORAINE. 


3 


’M  writing  home  to  mother,  boys, 

It's  many  a  weary  day 
Since  I  left  my  childhood’s  happy  home 
And  one  night  ran  away. 

I’ve  wandered  far  through  many  a  state 
Had  good  luck — yes,  and  bad, 

In  those  first  years  I  was  steady,  boys, 
And  quite  a  handsome  lad. 


But  somehow  I  began  to  drift, 

And  from  bad  went  to  worse, 

Till  I  never  knew  a  sober  day; 

My  life  became  a  curse. 

And  when  I  thought  of  mother,  boys, 
In  the  home  where  foses  bloom, 
Knowing  she  loved  me  just  as  well 
As  when  I  left  my  room — 


I  somehow  couldn’t  stand  it,  boys, 
And  tried  hard  to  forget 
How  good  and  kind  she  always  was 
And  how  I  loved  her  yet. 

And  tho’  I’ve  gone  to  pieces,  boys, 
And  wasted  precious  years, 

I  now  repent,  and  as  I  write, 

The  page  is  wet  with  tears. 


My  mother  will  forgive  me,  boys, 

Tho’  I’ve  brought  her  naught  but  pain; 
She’ll  put  her  arms  around  my  neck 
And  kiss  me  once  again. 

I’m  writing  home  to  mother,  boys, 

I’m  tired  of  vice  and  sin, 

I’m  going  to  be  a  better  man — 

Yes,  mother’s  love  shall  win. 

And  kiss  me  once  again. 
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A  CHINESE  LEGEND. 


GEORGE  GOLDEN  STUART. 


AVE  you  he^rd  the  ancient  legend  of  an  emperor,  a  Ming, 

How  he  made  the  Purple  Mountains  echo  with  his  hatchet’s 
ring? 

That  was  when  he  was  a  cutter  of  the  forests  in  the  vales, 

Where  the  mighty  mountain  eagle  ’mong  the  crags  and  treetops 
sails ; 

That  was  when  the  Purple  Mountain  with  green  foliage  was  fair, 
That  was  when  the  tall  grass  and  sweet  flowers  were  growing  there ; 
When  the  mountain  was  more  rocky,  when  the  wind  swept  every 
pine, 

And  the  peak  stood  out  more  plainly,  outlined  by  a  stronger  line. 
Keen-eved  hawks  played  round  the  forests,  seeking  birds  of  every 
kind, 

Swiftly  darting,  circling  upward,  sailing  onward  with  the  wind. 
Deer  ran  swiftly  from  the  tiger,  rabbits  from  the  eagle’s  grasp, 
Strong  black  bears,  so  fierce,  so  daring,  wanderers  would  hold  in 
clasp. 

Everywhere  the  scenes  have  changed,  everywhere  ’tis  desolate, 
Beauteous  Kingling  and  the  country  have  been  fought  for  by  the 
great. 

In  those  days  the  Chinese  empire  had  no  ruler  on  the  throne, 

Wise  men  said  that  none  might  sit  there  safely,  save  one  man  alone ; 
This  one  was  a  mountain  dweller,  cutter  of  the  pines  that  grew, 
With  a  hat  of  greenish  color,  and  a  gown  of  purple  hue. 

For  a  man  of  this  description  messengers  in  search  were  sent, 

Till  at  last  they  found  the  woodman,  thinking  his  the  one  they 
meant, 

His  dark  skin  the  purple  garment  which  the  wise  men  said  should  be, 
On  his  head  a  leaf  of  lotus  was  the  hat  which  they  should  see ; 
Thinking  he  would  suit  their  purpose,  these  men  placed  him  on  the 
throne, 

Heaven  approved  and  gave  him  wisdom  as  at  that  time  was  un¬ 
known. 

Thus  was  found  the  emperor  new,  him  should  history  call  Hung  Wu. 
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william  McKinley. 


M.  E.  CRONK. 


/I  pH 

was  President  and  ruler,  and  McKinley  was  his  name. 
He  was  true  to  every  duty  which  his  path  of  life  should  take, 
No  fierce  gale  could  ever  baffle  any  vow  which  he  should  make. 


“Hush,  my  babe,  lie  still  and  slumber ;  Holy  angels  guard  thy  bed,” 
Thy  words  have  caused  the  world  to  love  thee,  and  the  pathway 
which  thou  led. 

And  thy  efforts  showed  a  motto  in  thy  true  and  manly  might, 

That  thy  only  endeavor  was  to  ever  do  the  right. 


Yet  there  came  a  fearful  moment,  when  his  bosom  streamed  with 
blood, 

Only  through  the  strength  of  envy  pressed  the  .  bullet  through  the 
flood. 

Thus  a  nation  weeps  forever,  with  a  broken  heart  of  pain, 

For  his  true  and  manly  courage,  with  no  hope  to  e’er  regain. 
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TO  HELEN  OF  CANANDAIGUA. 


BALDWIN. 

OUR  sister’s  gone,  and  her  place  not  taken, 
Though  I  trust  I  may  be  mistaken ; 

A  sister’s  love  the  evergreens  have, 

I’d  scarce  expect  so  much  from  you. 


She  has  gone  away  and  left  her  name 
Without  a  blemish,  scratch  or  stain ; 

A  reputation — virtue’s  covetous  gold, 
O’er  which  our  mothers  sometimes  scold. 


Your  life  now  sorrow  you  never  did  borrow, 
You  lived  not  thinking  much  of  the  morrow ; 
With  pleasures — the  toy  of  childhood  days, 
Have  we  enjoyed  those  innocent  plays. 


My  dear  little  Nell,  with  charming  grace, 
Oh !  if  I  could  but  take  her  place ; 

Of  trouble,  the  world’s  vile  gore, 

We  might  simply  close  the  door. 


How  well  you  looked  in  your  gown  of  black, 
The  tone  of  melancholy  in  your  track; 

For  sorrow — life’s  keen-edged  dirk, 

The  higher  themes  of  beauty  lurk. 

Though  I  love  you  in  any  dress, 

If  but  your  figure  I  may  fondly  press ; 

For  the  garb— a  lover’s  curtain  drawn, 

In  my  eyes,  ne’er  changed  thy  form. 

Adieu  to  your  sister’s  moaning  sighs, 

We’ll  live  but  her  memory  to  idolize ; 

Forget  the  shroud — a  veil  o’er  the  sea, 

And  come  back  to  the  shore  happy  with  me. 

/  « 


I  LOVE  YOU,  MAMMA  DEAR. 


LAURA  J.  GARDNER. 


ONCE  had  a  happy  little  home, 

In  a  cottage  by  the  sea; 

And  a  little  blue-eyed  maiden 
To  sit  upon  my  knee 
And  clasp  my  neck  in  her  loving  arms, 
While  whispering  in  my  ear, 

“Oh !  I  love  you !  yes,  I  love  you ! 

I  love  you,  mamma  dear!” 


But  the  sheriff  sold  my  pretty  home, 
For  debts  I  could  not  pay; 

And  the  angels  bore  my  darling  child 
To  a  home  so  far  away, 

That  I  never  hear  her  saying  now, 
In  accents  sweet  and  clear, 

“Oh !  I  love  you,  yes,  I  love  you, 

I  love  you,  mamma  dear !” 


Oh !  I  long  to  hear  that  dear  refrain, 
As  in  the  days  gone  by, 

And  I  fling  my  empty  mother  arms 
In  yearning  to  the  sky. 

But  though  I  strain  my  ears  to  listen, 
And  hush  my  soul  to  hear, 

Yet  only  memory  echoes  back 
Those  tones  so  sweet  and  dear, 

“Oh !  I  love  you,  yes,  I  love  you, 

I  love  you,  mamma,  dear !” 
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COULD  I  FORGET. 


“iris.” 

COULD  I  forget  that  I  hacl  ever  loved  you, 
And  blot  your  image  from  my  heart, 

I  would  not  know  this  sorrow  now, 

Or  feel  the  pain  when  we  must  part. 
Could  I  forget,  oh !  could  I  but  forget  thee, 
Could  I  forget  that  I  have  loved  you  so — 
Could  I  forget,  oh!  could  I  forget  thee  now 
It  would  not  break  my  heart  to  see  you  go, 


Could  I  forget,  oh!  could  I  but  forget 

That  you  have  been  the  sunshine  of  my  life ; 
Could  I  forget  that  you  have  been  my  earthly  joy, 
I  then  would  feel  no  sorrow,  pain  or  strife. 
Could  I  forget,  oh  !  could  I  but  forget  thee, 

My  aching  heart  would  be  at  rest; 

Could  I  forget,  oh !  could  I  but  forget  thee  now 
And  meet  you  up  in  Heaven  among  the  blest. 
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BILLINGS  HALL. 


C.  C.  CONNER. 

CLOSED  at  last  are  its  dear  old  doors, 

And  silent  for  once  are  its  halls ; 

Its  inmates  drifted  to  distant  shores 
May  never  return  to  its  calls. 

Out  in  the  world  are  its  brave  young  souls, 
Facing  life’s  lessons  anew, 

Struggling  to  reach  their  long-coveted  goals, 
Their  absence  repeats  their  adieu. 


Each  one  has  chosen  his  life’s  long  task, 

And  some  now  these  courses  pursue ; 
While  some,  more  fortunate,  in  college  class 
Are  winning  knowledge  and  laurels  anew. 
Time  alone  will  tell  the  true  tale 
Of  those  who  succeed  or  who  fall. 

How  many  who  start  with  an  unfurled  sail 
Will  anchor  life’s  ship  in  Fame’s  hall? 


But  whether  success  or  failure’s  crown 

Which  they  are  destined  in  the  future  to  wear, 
The  seeds  of  kindness  that  here  have  been  sown 
Will  crowd  out  the  growth  of  the  tare. 

Until  the  sun  of  life  forever  has  set, 

With  a  crowning  glory  for  all, 

There  are  many  true  hearts  who  will  never  forget 
Happy  days  at  the  old  “Billings  Hall.” 
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HOPE. 


HORACE  BLINN. 


SEVER  see  its  burnished  banner  high  up  in  the  skies, 

And  its  magic  bow  and  arrows  at  my  feet  always  lie. 
The  arrows  I  shoot  into  the  stars  in  the  skies  far  away, 
To  make  brighter  the  nights,  lighter  the  days. 


Then  I  watch  for  the  sunrise  to  keep  tag  on  its  flight, 

And  tho’  dark  clouds  oft  surround  it,  its  linings  are  bright ; 
So  we  can  weave  them  into  life’s  tasks  allotted  to  the  world, 
Thus  my  banner  of  Hopes  ever  around  it  is  furled. 


The  moon  carries  Hope’s  colors  and  guards  them  at  night, 
And  she  unfurls  them  while  sowing  in  her  flight, 

To  shed  her  soft  rays  o’er  the  cares  of  busy  brows, 

That  shot  the  arrows  of  Hope  in  this  ship’s  prow. 


My  ship  sails  upon  the  ocean  and  never  touches  port, 

For  its  fires  are  ever  burning,  in  Hope’s  retort ; 

And  they’d  never  go  out  till  the  Master  Pilot  on  high 
Lets  fall  the  arrows  of  Hope  I  shot  into  His  stars  in  the  skies. 


148 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


THE  OHIO  PIONEER. 


F.  E.  KAISER. 


NCHANTING  reflections,  after  many,  many  years. 
To  see  the  playground  of  childhood’s  happy  days ; 
Where  joy,  and  laughter,  and  often  pouting  tears 
Intermingled  with  schooltime  plays. 


I’ve  traveled  around  the  globe,  thro’  every  Nation’s  land, 
Crossed  the  ocean,  and  the  seas ; 

Nowhere  did  I  meet  such  glad  extended  hand 
As  I  met  beneath  these,  shady  buckeye  trees. 


Although  amidst  riches,  and  the  glare  of  splendor, 
I  often  feel  sadly  alone; 

I’d  gladly  surrender  fame  and  its  grandeur 
For  that  cabin  in  my  old  buckeye  home. 


It’s  near  the  church-yard,  where  the  old  folks  are  sleeping, 
It’s  where  I  wandered  in  the  days  of  long  ago ; 

It’s  where  the  rising  generation  now  is  reaping, 

It’s  what  those  pioneers  so  generous  did  sow. 
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SLEEP,  BABY,  SLEEP. 


LILY  TURNER. 

OME,  baby,  I  have  something  to  tell  you, 
Come,  dear,  I  would  whisper  it  low ; 
You  are  mamma’s  own  darling  baby, 

And  I  love  you — love  you  so ! 

Lie  here,  while  I  rock  and  caress  you, 

Lie  here  on  mother’s  breast, 

And  I’ll  rock  you  and  sing  to  you,  baby, 
Till  you  sweetly  and  peacefully  rest. 


Now  you  are  asleep,  my  baby, 

Your  sweet  lips  parted  and  red, 

Just  like  a  half-opened  rosebud. 

As  you  lie  on  your  little  white  bed. 

Lie  still,  my  baby,  and  slumber, 

While  night  winds  whisper  and  sigh ; 
Lie  still,  my  baby,  and  slumber, 

Till  the  rays  of  the  dawn  light  the  sky. 
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EYES  THAT  TALK. 


LOUISA  MAY  THOMPSON. 


HERE  is  a  language  passing  strange, 
A  kind  of  magical  exchange 
Of  thought,  not  audible  to  ears, 

Yet  telling  hopes,  and  loves,  and  fears 
No  less  than  words,  a  telegraph, 

Its  wonders — who  can  express  half? 


Eyes  may  be  black  or  brown  or  blue, 
It  matters  little  what  their  hue, 

If  from  beneath  their  orbit-throne 
A  soul  maketh  its  meaning  known. 
The  expression  kindled  in  a  glance 
Will  often  make  our  pulses  dance. 


Will  often  make  us  shrink  in  fear, 
Or  quickly  start  a  shining  tear, 

Or  make  hot  anger  rise  and  rush, 

To  cheeks  a  bright,  indignant  blush. 
Or  pale  a  face  like  marble  cold, 

By  tidings  in  an  instant  told. 


Some  eyes  are  like  a  placid, pool, 

Forever  still  and  smooth  and  cool ; 

Some  look  out  with  dumb  appeal, 

And  some  are  hard  and  sharp  as  steel. 
While  some  will  change  from  grave  to  gay 
A  hundred  times  in  ev’ry  day. 


Beautiful  eyes,  tender  and  true, 

Of  chestnut  brown,  or  violet  blue, 
How  many  precious  souls  let  things 
Leap  out  on  your  electric  wings ! 
No  other  language  can  comprise 
More  vital  truth,  than  talking  eyes. 
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MY  GIPSY  LOVE. 


CLARA  E.  YOUNG. 

ELL  me  now,  enchantress, 

Are  you  versed  in  mystic  lore? 

That  you  take  my  heart  a  prisoner  with  your  smile. 
Did  you  learn  Egyptian  secrets 
Long  centuries  ago, 

Were  you  taught  by  Cleopatra  by  the  Nile? 


Or,  is  the  flame  you’ve  kindled 
Fanned  by  some  secret  art, 

That  was  taught  in  wondrous  temples  ages  past, 
’Mid  the  blossoms  of  the  lotus, 

Did  you  weave  the  mystic  spell, 

That  thy  beauty,  round  my  raptured  senses  cast. 


Perhaps  the  Lorebei  taught  you 
In  some  coral  cavern  deep, 

How  to  charm  the  heart  of  mortals  with  a  song, 
For  your  voice  is  luring  sweetness, 

And  it  makes  the  spell  complete, 

For  to  you  I  give  my  love  so  true  and  strong. 


For  with  your  raven  tresses, 

You  have  spun  a  web  so  fine, 

That  it  holds  me  willing  prisoner  at  your  side, 
And  the  splendor  of  your  eyes, 

Midnight  stars  of  glowing  fire 

Draws  me  to  you  over  oceans  deep  and  wide. 


THE  TOOTHACHE. 


NELLIE  A.  GATCHEL. 

ID  you  ever  have  the  toothache,  Ben,  I  say? 

1 1  had  it  good  and  strong  the  other  day, 

It  took  me  in  the  middle  of  the  night 
And  I  was  sure  a  sorry  looking  sight, 

And  I’d  given  most  everything  I  had, 

Yes,  everything  I  had,  both  good  or  bad, 

To  just  have  had  the  pain  stop  there  and  then. 
I  called  on  all  the  saints  and  angels,  Ben, 

But  ’twas  no  good  and  didn’t  stop  the  pain. 
And  then  I  raved  and  almost  went  insane. 


I  didn’t  have  one  solitary  thing, 

I  couldn’t  laugh  or  whistle,  shout  or  sing, 

But  just  sit  up  in  bed  and  groan  and  groan, 

And  punch  the  pillow  in  my  face  and  moan. 

No  other  sound  I  heard,  no  other  sound, 

’Cept  Satan  and  his  imps  all  shoutin’  ’round, 
How  I  endured  that  night  I  cannot  tell. 

With  nothing  in  the  house  to  make  me  well, 

Not  anything  to  ease  the  pain  I  had. 

I  tell  you,  Ben,  it  made  me  hoppin’  mad. 

But  come  to  think,  it  came  from  my  wet  clothes, 
That  stormy  Sunday  that  I  nearly  froze, 

But  that  I  cannot  tell,  some  other  time 
I’ll  tell  you,  Ben,  that  story  all  in  rhyme. 

At  last  I  slept,  at  least  I  knew  no  more, 

Until  I  heard  the  milkman  at  my  door. 

Bright  as  a  dollar !  There  is  nothing  more 
At  home.  Another  story  soon  I’ll  tell. 

But  that  involves  my  wedding  day  and  Bell. 
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WILL  SHE  CARE? 


EDWARD  H.  SMITH. 


HEN  I  sleep  beneath  the  flowers 
In  the  graveyard  on  the  hill 
And  the  years  seem  but  as  hours  - 
To  my  form  so  cold  and  still, 

And  my  spirit  soars  in  gladness 
To  its  blissful  home  above, 

Will  she  care,  will  she  in  sadness 
Drop  a  tear  of  love? 


Will  she  care,  will  she  miss  me 
From  the  busy  walks  of  life, 

When  along  my  grave  she’ll  pass  me 
Where  I  rest  all  free  from  strife? 
Will  she  drop  a  tear  of  sorrov 
That  I  passed  from  earth  so  soon, 
That  there  dawned  a  brighter  morrow 
For  me,  ere  I  reached  my  noon? 


Should  she  heed  a  chance  to  wander 
Down  thro’  the  graveyard  gate, 

And  sit  down  by  my  grave  to  ponder 
O’er  the  problem  of  my  fate. 

If  she  dropped  a  tear-gem,  or  cast  a  flower 
It  would  seem  as  golden  rain, 

It  would  prove  a  glorious  favor, 

That  I  had  not  lived  in  vain. 
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JUST  WRITE  ME  A  LINE. 


ALLAZUMA  MAUCK. 


EAR  Frank,  I  have  been  back  to  Frogtown,  the  home  of  our 
sweet  childhood  days, 

Where  as  brother  and  sister  we  wandered  through  orchard  and 
meadow  ways ; 

I  have  drank  from  the  spring  in  the  hillside  where  the  fern  and 
the  wake-robin  grow, 


I  have  fished  in  the  creek  near  the  roadside  where  you  and  I  fished 
long  ago ; 

The  redbird  and  blue  jay  came  drinking  while  I  sat.  with  my  rod 
’neath  the  tree, 

The  catbird  was  plaintively  cawing — a  calling  to  me,  and  for  thee, 

And  it  filled  my  sad  heart  full  of  longing  like  the  chords  of  some 
sweet  lost  refrain 

To  saunter  with  you  through  the  wildwood  and  gather  sweet  vio¬ 
lets  again. 


Refrain : 

Oh,  brother,  my  life  is  so  dreary, 

I’m  grieving  in  silence  for  you, 

The  days  seem  so  long  and  so  weary, 
Just  write  me  a  line,  Frank,  please  do. 


Dear  Frank,  I  have  sat  ’neath  the  maple  in  the  churchyard  on  Zion’s 
fair  hill, 

Where  as  children  so  often  we  lingered  in  the  shade  near  the 
church  calm  and  still  ;  '* 

And  ’round  ’midst  the  tombstones  I  loitered  where  Minnie  and 
Etta  and  you 

Have  gathered  the  roses  and  elder  all  covered  with  big  drops  of 
dew. 

Then  I  walked  down  the  hill  to  old  Frogtown  to  gaze  once  again 
on  the  place, 

And  in  fancy  to  wade  in  the  frogpond  and  run  round  the  banks 
in  a  race. 

But  the  faces  I  saw  were  all  strange  ones  and  my  heart  cried  in 
agonized  pain, 

For  Frankie  and  Minnie  and  Etta  and  our  innocent  childhood  again. 
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Then,  brother,  I  sauntered  to  Oakwood  where  the  dear  ones  in 
peace  lie  asleep, 

And  I  sat  near  a  grave  while  I  rested  to  think  and  sorrow  and  weep. 

Our  circle  is  broken  and  scattered — just  you  and  I  only  remain, 

O,  Frank,  let  all  wrongs  be  forgotten — let  us  live  o’er  our  childhood 
again, 

My  heart  yearns  with  love  and  compassion  to  clasp  you  once  more 
by  the  hand, 

And  be  the  same  brother  and  sister  we  were  in  old  Frogtown’s 
fair  land. 

We  are  both  growing  older  and  some  time  ’neath  the  sod  you  and 
I  will  be  laid — 

To  rest  in  the  green  “silent  city”  in  beautiful  Oakwood’s  deep  shade, 

Let  us  live  then  these  few  years  in  friendship,  for  the  world  is 
so  heartless  and  drear, 

And  in  fancy  we’ll  gather  the  wild  flowers  and  our  sad,  darkened 
lives  fill  with  cheer. 


UNDER  THE  ORANGE-BLOSSOMS. 


EDWARD  H.  SMITH. 

E  wandered  there  together 
,  In  youth  years  ago ; 

The  orange  blossoms  above  us 
Were  waving  to  and  fro. 

We  watched  the  changeful  shadows 
Sweep  over  hill  and  plain, 

But  never  more  together 

Shall  we  wander  there  again. 

We  gazed  into  the  mirror 
The  waters  kindly  gave. 

And  saw  the  milk-white  lilies 
Rise  with  the  heaving  wave. 

The  forest  birds  in  gladness 
Poured  forth  a  tuneful  strain, 

But  never  more  together 

Shall  we  hear  their  songs  again. 


I  recall  the  place  in*  reverence 

As  the  words  of  an  olden  prayer, 
With  its  sweet,  soothing  memory 
Came  to  my  spirit  there. 

And  now  with  feet  aweary 
I  tread  the  path  alone, 

And  wonder  if  we  will  meet 
In  our  blissful  home. 
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TO  MY  NEW  DIARY. 


LUCY  M.  SCOTT. 

AIR  book,  upon  thy  pages  white  and  clean. 
No  blot  to  soil  thy  purity  appears. 

No  tale  of  wrong,  of  sorrow  or  of  mirth, 

No  longing  for  the  joys  of  vanished  years. 


No  secret  sins  confessed  to  thee  alone. 

And  no  atonements  either  great  or  small, 
To  be  applauded  by  the  fiends  below, 

Or  win  th’  approval  of  the  God  of  all. 


Without  regret  I  wave  the  past  farewell, 

And  with  thee  turn  to  greet  the  new-born  year, 
Firmly  I  step  upon  th'  untrodden  path, 

Nor  feel  within  my  breast  a  single  fear. 


The  future,  wisely  veiled  from  you*  and  me, 

I  would  not  dare,  e’en  if  I  might  to  know. 

The  moments,  as  time  drops  them  from  his  hand, 
Came  just  as  I  would  have  them  here  below. 


The  path,  all  darkened  by  the  coming  years, 
Step  after  step  I’ll  tread  unto  its  end, 

Nor  seek  to  lift  the  veil  so  wisely  drawn 
By  Him  who  promises  to  be  my  Friend 
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REMINISCENCE. 


LUCY  M  SCOTT. 


HE  summer  days  have  come  again, 

The  long  bright  summer  days, 

Sweet  flowers  bloom  all  around  me, 
And  birds  sing  songs  of  praise. 

The  sunshine,  flowers  and  joyous  birds 
Recall  bright  hours  to  me, 

When  I  a  little  maiden  sat, 

Upon  an  old  man’s  knee. 


We  roamed  together  hand  in  hand, 
Across  the  meadow  wide, 

To  where  a  bending  elm  tree  grew, 
Down  by  the  river  side. 

The  silent  river,  deep  and  dark, 
Moved  slowly  toward  the  sea, 
While  on  the  old  bent  tree  he  sat, 
And  I  upon  his  knee. 


The  Winter  came  with  evenings  long, 
The  gladsome  Christmas-tide, 

When  friends,  long  parted,  meet  again, 
And  joys  spread  far  and  wide. 

Once  more  his  arms  enfold  me  close, 
And  now  I  seem  to  see, 

His  lovelit  eyes  look  into  mine, 

As  I  sat  upon  his  knee. 


Our  paths  diverged — no  more  we  meet, 
That  dear  old  man  and  I, 

No  more  we  wander  hand  in  hand, 

As  in  the  years  gone  by, 

But  ever  and  anon  a  voice, 

In  whispers  seems  to  say, 

You’ll  meet  again  sometimes,  somewhere, 
When  the  mist  has  cleared  away. 
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OUR  GLORIOUS  FLAG. 


A.  H.  SOMES. 


3 


LL  hail  the  flag  that  waves  on  high, 
Columbia’s  flag  that’ll  never  die, 

The  freeman’s  flag  with  pure  white  stars, 
Our  glorious  flag  with  triune  bars. 

Whatever  be  her  strange  device, 

Bravely  she  waves  o’er  fields  of  ice ; 

Grandly  she  waves  from  the  Rocky’s  heights, 
And  always  waves  for  human  rights. 


Gayly  she  sports  o’er  the  Inland  seas, 
Kisses  the  sun  from  the  Orient  breeze, 
Spreads  her  fold  o’er  the  Philippine  leas, 
And  breaks  the  chain  of  tyrannies. 
Proudly  she  waves  in  tropic  climes, 
Triumphant  guards  our  richest  mines, 
Cheers  her  heart  midst  purpling  vines, 

And  lengthens  out  our  boundary  lines. 


Adorns  the  fields  of  cotton  and  rice, 

And  builds  our  mills  of  every  device, 

Gathers  our  youths  within  college  walls, 

And  wisely  floats  o’er  Congress  Halls. 

She’ll  help  us  build  our  ships  at  home, 
Under  her  stars  all  seas  they’ll  roam, 

And  gather  the  wealth  o’  the  world  at  home, 
And  join  all  lands  by  the  Panama  Zone. 


When  Kings  and  Queens  have  passed  away, 

Her  stars  and  stripes  in  the  Heavens  will  stay, 
O’er  every  land  to  point  the  way, 

And  wave  all  o’er  true  Freedom’s  sway. 

Now  hail  the  flag  our  Fathers  wrought, 

To  guard  this  land  those  freemen  sought, 

Under  whose  folds  their  sons  have  fought, 

To  preserve  those  rights  their  blood  hath  bought. 
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THREADS. 


A.  H.  SOMES. 


9 


LL  day  the  beating  loom  I've  run, 

To  weave  the  thread  the  other  spun, 
Like  evening  bells  at  set  of  sun, 

I  hear  the  voice,  “Well  done,  well  done.” 


The  artist’s  hand  the  pattern  wrought, 

And  I  with  care  each  thread  have  brought, 
To  fill  the  place  the  master  sought, 

That  all  combined  with  grace  be  fraught. 

And  beauty  grace  the  human  form, 

As  crimson  clouds  at  early  morn 
Drape  the  sky,  for  the  king  of  day, 

When  mists  from  earth  he  drives  away. 

It  matters  not  where  we  have  walked, 

Nor  what  in  God’s  great  plan  we’ve  wrought, 
The  finest  thread  the  worm  may  spin, 

And  the  leaf  of  gold  however  thin, 

May  bless  the  world  of  human  art. 

Or  start  some  scheme,  a  noble  part, 

That  man  nor  angel,  could  never  start, 

Nor  purchase  in  the  wide  world’s  mart. 


’Tis  the  spirit  of  God  that  fires  the  soul, 
And  wakes  the  thought  fore’er  to  roll. 
The  finest  dust  in  the  balance  bowl, 

Is  spread  by  God  from  pole  to  pole. 

Or  floats  in  space  a  point,  aflame, 

Thro’  times  and  times,  it  has  no  name, 
In  God’s  own  time,  it  shines  a  star, 
Angels,  and  men  behold  afar. 

Thy  faithful  deeds  of  trust  and  love, 
Are  seen,  and  known  by  God  above. 
And  they  will  yield  a  thousand  fold, 

Of  Heaven’s  pure,  untarnished  gold. 
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A  WISH. 


M.  J.  BENEDICT. 


31 


WISH  I  could  write  you  a  poem 
With  words  almost  sublime, 

And  yet  not  written  from  fancy 
Whose  motive  is  only  fo  rhyme; 

But  one  that  is  meant  to  encourage 
The  traveler  on  his  way, 

And  leave  one  with  cares  unattended 
At  the  closing  of  the  day. 

I  wish  I  could  write  a  legend 

That  would  rouse  one  from  the  deep 
And  direful  depths  of  memory, 

As  if  aroused  from  sleep; 

And  yet  not  meant  to  discourage 
One’s  daily  trend  of  tho’t, 

And  leave  one  with  a  feeling 
Of  having  gained  but  naught, 

But  one  that  is  meant  to  develop 
The  mind  in  its  latent  state, 

To  bring  one  into  the  limelight 
Before  it  is  too  late. 

This  is  the  wish  that  I  covet, 

And  as  such  it  shall  remain 
Till  I  reach  the  highest  standard 
Of  literature  and  fame; 

And  there  I’ll  remain  forever — 

Forever  to  the  last, 

But  never  for  a  moment 
Will  I  forget  the  past. 
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THE  EVENING  STAR. 


CAM  m’gILL. 


H  !  beautiful  star  of  the  evening, 

With  your  wondrous  radiance  bright 
O !  royal,  loveliest  beacon, 

Thou  art  so  regal  tonight. 


Thy  glorious  beauty  shines  o’er  me, 
O  !  brilliant,  O  !  exquisite  star  ; 

O!  tell  me  if  such  shine  in  Heaven? 
Thou  Queen  of  all  royalties  are. 


Thou  didst  gleam  in  silver  beauty 
O’er  the  distant  hills  of  my  birth ; 
O  !  fairest,  divinest  of  planets, 

Thou  hast  the  adoration  of  earth. 


O !  golden  orb  of  starland, 

Thou  gem  of  the  Western  sky, 
May  a  lingering  ray  watch  o’er  me, 
Good-night,  good-bye,  good-bye! 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


163 


BITTER  SWEET. 


ADAH  LOSH. 

NLY  a  look  into  your  eyes,  dear. 
Only  a  touch  of  your  hand, 

And  I  knew  friendship  was  past 
And  we  stood  where  love  began. 
Just  a  moment  of  bliss,  love, 

When  the  mask  had  fallen  away, 
And  each  read  in  the  other’s  eyes 
Words  of  love  we’d  never  dare  say. 


For  I  belong  to  another, 
Although  my  love  is  yours ; 
Duty  and  honor  still  hold  me, 
And  happiness  closes  its  doors. 


Only  the  old,  old  story,  dear. 
That’s  enacted  every  day, 
Somewhere  in  this  world  of  strife, 
As  we  journey  on  life’s  way. 

Of  a  woman  to  duty  given, 

Of  a  man  in  honor  bound. 

And  Satan  steals  away  the  bliss 
Just  when  love  has  been  found. 
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MY  NOTE. 


JOHN  BYERS  RICE. 


UST  one  word  in  kindness  spoken, 

Just  a  motion  or  a  tear, 

Will  heal  my  heart  that’s  been  broken 
And  make  you  a  friend  most  sincere. 


HER  THOUGHT. 

If  he  thought  that  I  loved  him, 

And  my  dreams  were  of  him  each  night 
Would  he  ask  me  to  be  his  wife? 

HI  encourage  him,  and  he  might. 
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JANE  AND  BILL. 


JOHN  BYERS  RICE. 


HERE  is  a  girl  somewhere,  Bill, 
Whom  you  will  meet  some  day, 
Much  prettier  than  I  am — 

She’ll  steal  your  heart  away. 


There  is  a  fellow  somewhere,  Jane, 
And  his  name  is  Bill, 

You  will  find  he  never  another  loved, 
And  he  never  will. 
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DAN  HUSKERS. 


JOHN  BYERS  RICE. 


'■jflN  AN  HUSKERS  was  a  hustler;  he  had  ideas  in  store, — 
He  invented  a  drilling  machine,  the  earth  to  explore ; 

The  wise  ones  liodded  gravely,  said  he  was  a  smart  man. 
And  so  day  by  day  his  reputation  onward  ran. 

Out  in  the  oil  fields  he  took  this  wonderful  machine. 

Where  drillers  his  new  invention  had  never  seen. 


And  still,  we  must  all  agree,  to  him  a  disease  was  lead. 

For  flattery  of  his  friends  gave  him  enlargement  of  the  head ; 

He  came  to  look  upon  himself  as  one  who  knew  all  about  an  oil  well. 
Anything  anybody  would  ask  him,  he  would  gladly  tell ; 

He  began  to  dream  of  filling  John  D.’s  or  J.  M.  Guffey’s  shoes; 

He  would  be  a  wise  man — in  oil  stocks  he  would  never  lose. 


The  people  knew  his  talent,  but  only  what  they  had  seen,  - 
As  Huskers  had  a  wise  face — anything  from  green ; 

He  would  go  and  give  lectures  on  the  stage, 

And  soon  among  the  drillers  became  the  wonder  of  the  age ; 
He  would  rise  above  a  poor  clerk,  and  away  from  toil, 

He  would  sit  in  an  office,  his  clothes  he  wouldn't  soil. 


One  day  a  manager  from  a  big  firm  that  drilled  many  wells  a  day, 
Thought  he  would  engage  Huskers,  so  offered  him  large  pay; 

Poor  Huskers  took  the  job,  and  started  to  work  then  and  there. 

As  manager  of  the  drillers  he  started  drilling  everywhere ; 

He  drilled  them  on  the  hillside,  he  drilled  them  in  the  stream, 

And  people  began  to  wonder  if  he  was  drilling  in  a  dream. 


Poor  Huskers  again  in  the  oil  fields  will  never  go, 

Although  he  tried  very  hard  to  make  the  oil  flow ; 

All  kinds  of  lumber  and  supplies  every  day  he  had  to  buy, 
Every  well  he  drilled  of  oil  and  gas  he  found  dry. 

He’s  got  enough  of  oil  wells,  he  don’t  want  to  see  any  more, 
He  has  now  shown  his  talent  and  keeps  ideas  in  store. 
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CALL  ME  YOUR  OWN  LITTLE  MAE. 


MABEL  MYERS. 


3N  a  quiet  little  village  stood  a  vine-clad  cottage  on  the  green, 
And  beneath  its  cozy  shelter  a  father  and  his  child  were  seen. 
The  child  was  fair  and  scarcely  seven, with  eyes  so  large  and  blue. 
They  seemed  a  perfect  gift  from  Heaven,  as  she  smiled  so  sweet 
and  true. 

While  with  upraised  face  she  said,  her  smile  soon  died  away, 
“Why  don’t  you  kiss  me,  Daddv  dear,  and  call  me  vour  own  little 
Mae?” 


REFRAIN. 

“Why  don’t  you  call  me  your  own  little  Mae, 
Why  don’t  you  kiss  me,  too? 

Oh !  why  don’t  you  stroke  my  curls  and  say, 
Just  as  you  used  to  do: 

'Come  sit  upon  my  knee,  dear  girlie, 

And  tell  me  what  you’ve  done  today.’ 

Now,  won’t  you  love  me  once  again. 

And  call  me  your  own  little  Mae  ?” 


The  tears  rolled  down  the  strong  man’s  cheek,  falling  thick  and  fast 
Upon  the  curly  head  that  lay  now  sobbing  on  his  breast. 

At  last  he  raised  her  face  to  his  and  said,  “Dear  child,  don’t  cry, 
For  Daddy  cannot  tell  you  now ;  he’ll  tell  you  by  and  by 
The  story  that  has  wrecked  his  life  and  caused  neglect  today ; 
Forgive  me  now,  my  child,”  he  said,  “you  are  my  own  little  Mae.” 


The  child  had  fallen  fast  asleep  e’er  she  had  heard  her  name, 

And  as  he  gently  laid  her  down  he  thought  of  all  his  guilt  and  shame. 
He  seemed  to  see  before  him  now  her  mother’s  pale,  sweet  face — 
The  victim  of  his  jealous  love  now  cold  in  Death’s  embrace; 

And  there  above  the  sleeping  form  her  spirit  seemed  to  say, 
“Protect  from  harm  our  child  so  dear,  she  is  your  own  little  Mae.” 
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MY  OWN. 


MINNIE  M.  FISKE). 


EART  of  my  heart,  I  stand  with  thee, 
Before  us  lies  life’s  glittering  sea ; 

I  clasp  your  hand  within  my  own, 

Our  vows  this  hour  will  make  us  one. 
Tho’  skies  be  dim,  tho’  skies  be  clear — 
Heart  of  my  heart,  I  hold  thee  dear ; 
Dearer,  my  love,  true,  better  far 
Than  all  on  earth,  my  guiding  star. 


Oh !  happy  thought  that  thee  alone 
Shall  be  my  light,  my  strength,  my  all ; 
Thy  loving  hand,  held  out  to  me, 

Shall  lead  me  on  thine  own  to  be. 

In  all  my  dreams,  a  vision  bright, 
Sweetheart,  ar^  thou,  my  own,  my  light ; 
Into  thine  eyes  I  gaze  and  see 
Your  true  heart  beats  alone  for  me. 
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ONLY  A  FEW  WITHERED  ORANGE  BLOSSOMS. 


C.  ARAMANTHA  WRIGHT. 


NLY  a  few  withered  orange  blossoms 
I  hold  in  my  hand  today ; 

And  o’er  them  my  tears  are  fast  falling 
As  I  think  of  that  grave  far  away. 

Only  a  few  withered  orange  blossoms, 

Only  a  love  deep  and  true, 

Bring  mem’ries  sweet  and  sad  of  my  darling 
Sleeping  where  Pacific’s  spray  washes  blue. 


Only  the  friend  of  my  happy  girlhood, 

My  companion  so  noble  and  true, 

Now  sleeping  away  in  the  greenwood 
Away  under  the  sun  and  the  dew. 

Only  my  first  love  so  fond  and  so  true, 

Only  my  girlhood’s  choice; 

Yet  he  sleeps  where  Pacific’s  waters  so  blue 
Sing  a  dirge  like  a  sad  human  voice. 


O11  that  bright  sunny  morn  when  we  parted, 
And  a  farewell  to  each  other  gave, 

We  were  neither  sad  nor  broken-hearted, 
For  we  both  held  a  love  true  and  brave. 
And  I  thought  of  the  time  happv-hearted, 
When  Ben  would  come  back  to  me, 

And  then  we  should  nevermore  be  parted, 
When  he  came  from  the  far-rolling  sea. 
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A  DESTINED  HOME. 


REV.  ROBERT  RALEIGH  RICHARDSON. 


31 


T  WAS  early  in  September, 

In  the  year  of  1907 ; 

When  I  sat  beside  my  window, 
With  my  eyes  up  to  the  Heaven. 


While  I  read  my  Bible  through, 
There’s  a  reason  that  came  to  me ; 

Be  of  good  cheer,  my  humble  Servant, 
For  I’m  always  with  thee. 


“Our  Father  who  art  in  Heaven, 
Hallowed  be  thy  righteous  name,” 
I’ll  always"  be  thy  Servant, 

And  ask,  O  God,  to  please  remain. 


Thou  art  merciful ;  Thou  art  good ; 
Tliou  art  the  Prince  of  all  Priesthood ; 
To  Thee,  O  God,  will  I  adore. 

To  Thee  I’ll  cling  forevermore. 


When  my  stay  on  earth  is  finished, 
With  Thee,  my  God,  I  wish  to  dwell 
I  ask  in  Heaven  receive  my  soul ; 
There  be  kept  and  saved  from  hell. 
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ANSWER  TO  THE  BUGLE  CALL. 


ROBERT  W.  ROBINSON. 

E  should  ever  do  our  duty 
To  every  one  and  all. 

Never  shirk  or  flinch,  but 
Answer  to  the  bugle  call. 


We  all  have  a  duty  to  perform 
In  this  old  world  of  strife, 
Dependent  upon  each  other 
For  the  sustenance  of  life. 


The  rich  men  and  the  poor  men, 
The  short  men  and  the  tall. 

All  should  do  their  duty,  and 
xAnswer  to  the  bugle  call. 


Capital  and  Labor  should  go 
Together,  hand  in  hand ; 

We  would  not  all  be  dancers, 

Somebody  must  play  in  the  band. 


Never  mind  what  agitators  say, 
Just  watch  the  rolling  ball ; 
Consult  old  common  sense, 
Answer  to  the  bugle  call. 


In  closing  this  little  song, 

I  hope  it  may  do  some  good, 

By  touching  the  human  heart 

And  appealing  to  your  manhood. 
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GRANDPA’S  STORIES. 


CHARLES  A.  LAUFER. 


HEN  the  Autumn  winds  are  blowing 
And  the  leaves  begin  to  fall, 

When  the  days  are  growing  shorter, 
Then  Jack  Frost  does  make  his  call. 
Then  we  sit  around  the  fire, 

When  our  lessons  are  all  done, 

To  hear  Grandpa  tell  his  stories  „ 

Of  the  many  risks  he’s  run. 


When  he  was  a  soldier  in  the  army, 
Then  he  had  a  great  big  gun 
That  he  loaded  with  ball  and  powder 
And  put  the  enemy  on  the  run. 

And  then  he  would  go  out  hunting 
And  shoot  a  great  big  grizzly  bear, 
That  would  eat  the  little  children 
That  too  far  from  home  would  dare. 


And  he  said  the  great  big  Indians, 

With  the  feathers  in  their  hair, 

That  were -always  on  the  warpath, 

With  that  great  big  gun  he’d  scare; 
And  he’d  shoot  the  deer  and  buffalo, 
’Cause  they  had  to  have  some  meat, 
And  they  would  tan  the  hides  for  leather 
To  make  shoes  for  on  their  feet. 

When  I  get  big  like  my  Grandpa 
I  will  be  a  hero,  too; 

I  will  shoot  the  deer  and  bear 
With  my  great  big  twenty-two. 

Then  the  people  will  think  I  am  a  hero, 
When  they  see  me  with  my  new  gun, 
And  when  the  Indians  come  to  our  house, 
You  just  bet  I  will  make  them  run. 
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THEY  ARE  GOOD  ENOUGH  FOR  ME. 


CHARLES  A.  LAUFER. 

HILE  soldiers  were  marching  along  the  street, 
Dressed  in  their  suits  of  blue, 

Their  guns  and  bayonets  were  glittering 

And  the  band  played  “Red,  White  and  Blue.” 
The  people  were  cheering  along  the  street, 

As  the  regiment  passed  along, 

Some  little  boys  fell  in  the  line 

And  sang  our  nation’s  honored  song. 


Oh !  say,  does  that  star  spangled  banner  yet  wave 
O’er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave  ? 
Although  their  guns  were  made  of  wood, 

And  ’kerchief  banners  that  mamma  gave, 

And  their  band  it  was  a  kettle  drum 
That  they  with  a  stick  did  beat, 

And  the  crowds  cheered  the  little  soldier  boys, 

While  marching  along  the  street. 


By  this  you’ll  see  our  nation’s  strength, 
Every  boy  is  a  soldier,  they  say, 

And  they  will  fight  for  the  stars  and  stripes 
And  the  good  old  U.  S.  A. 

This  is  the  greatest  nation — 

All  united  from  sea  to  sea, 

So,  three  cheers  for  the  stars  and  stripes ! 
They  are  good  enough  for  me. 
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BOUND  TO  HAY— ANNA. 


CHARLES  A.  LAUFER. 


IKE  the  American  fleet  in  ’98, 

Or  like  the  boys  in  blue 
That  marched  to  San  Diego, 

And  to  their  flags  were  true — 

From  North  to  South,  from  East  to  West, 
From  Carolina  to  Montana, 

I’m  like  the  boys  of  ’98 — 

Am  bound  to  Hav-Anna. 


So  play  yoiir  fifes  and  beat  your  drums, 
And  play  your  march  away, 

For  a  noble  heart  and  honest  thought 
Is  sure  to  win  the  day. 

The  boys  in  blue  with  hearts  so  true, 
From  Pacific  to  Susquehanna, 

Were  ready  for  the  battle’s  strife, 

All  were  bound  to  Hav-ana. 


Anna  is  a  Northern  girl. 

With  heart  both  brave  and  true. 
There  is  a  yellow  rose  of  Texas 
And  a  belle  of  Tennessee,  too. 

The  Lilie  of  the  Valley, 

Or  what’s  the  matter  with  Hannah, 
Take  your  choice  of  all  of  them — 

I’m  bound  to  Hav-Anna. 


Havana  is  in  Cuba, 

My  Anna  in  St.  Paul ; 

Comparing  them  to  riches, 

I’ll  have  Anna  first  of  all. 

You  may  talk  about  your  Vanderbilts, 
Or  Rothschild’s  wealth  in  store  ; 
Just  let  me  Hav-Anna 

And  you  could  not  give  me  more. 
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FOR  LITTLE  BOYS  AND  GIRLS  TO  SEE. 


chari.es  a.  laufer. 


ARK !  I  hear  footsteps  at  the  door, 

I  wonder  who  it  may  be? 

Wonder  if  it  is  the  post-man, 

With  a  message  here  for  me? 

So  I  hastily  opened  the  door. 

Two  bright  blue  eyes  greeted  me; 
It  was  our  little  Tommy, 

Just  out  of  school,  von  see. 


He  sat  down  by  the  fireplace, 

With  pockets  full  of  marbles,  tops  and  strings, 
And  said,  “Mamma,  you  may  have  them, 

I  have  no  use  for  so  many  things.” 

Strange  enough,  I  asked  him  why, 

He  said  he  did  not  want  to  play, 

’Cause  teacher  told  us  about  great  men 
In  our  lessons  here  today. 


“She  said  one,  his  name  was  Washington, 
Who  cduld  not  tell  a  lie  ; 

And  one  whose  name  was  Lincoln, 

And  for  his  country  he  did  die.” 

Then  he  pointed  at  a  picture 

And  said,  “Now,  mamma,  there — 

This  is  our  President  Roosevelt, 

Who  killed  the  Teddy  bear. 

“Now,  mamma,  see,  I  don’t  want  to  play, 
But  study  harder  every  day, 

So  when  I  grow  to  be  a  man, 

Like  these  great  men  I  want  to  be, 

And  hope  God  will  grant  my  wish 
For  mamma,  you  and  me, 

And  have  my  picture  in  the  book. 

For  little  boys  and  girls  to  see. 
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COWBOY’S  WEATHER  SIGNAL. 


CHARLES  A.  LAUFER. 

COYOTES  howling-  up  the  hill — 

Think  there’ll  be  something  doing; 
Kind  o’  feel  my  bones  a-aching — 
Must  be  a  storm  a-brewing. 

Sure  I’ve  lived  out  here 

On  the  range  for  many  a  long  year, 
And  noticed  when  the  coyotes  howl 
That  a  storm  is  drawing  near. 


When  you  hear  dem  cows  a-bawling 
And  come  a-running  down  the  hill, 

Then  get  you  cowboys  in  the  saddle, 

And  stop  them  cattle,  for  they  never  will 
Yes,  them  cattle  keep  a-running 
And  a-bawling  before  the  storm, 

When  the  coyotes  give  the  signal, 

Just  as  sure  as  you  are  born. 


And  when  you  hear  them  owls  a-hooting 
Who  !  who ! — that  means  you  ; 

Tells  you  about  the  storm  a-brewing, 
So  you  have  time  to  think  and  do. 
When  you’re  riding  on  the  range 
All  these  signals  you  must  know, 

For  to  get  the  cattle  in  the  shelter 
Before  the  stormy  winds  do  blow. 
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’TWAS  NOT  THE  NAME  HE  WANTED. 


CHARLES  A.  LAUFER. 


F  ALL  the  stories  ever  told, 

I  think  this  beats  them  all — 

Of  a  man  who  went  a-courting — 
His  name  I  won’t  recall. 

Of  course,  he  was  excited 
When  the  final  answer  came, 

So  he  started  for  the  license, 

And  forgot  his  sweetheart’s  name. 


So  he  sat  down  and  thought  names  over, 
But  hers  to  his  memory  would  not  come ; 
So  Cupid’s  clerk  gave  this  advice — 

To  use  the  long-distance  telephone. 

There  came  a  ring,  then  silence, 

And  soon  the  “hello !”  came, 

For  sweetheart  at  the  other  end 
Told  deary  her  real  name. 


Among  the  cheers  of  laughter 
That  came  from  Cupid’s  clerks, 

He  stepped  up  proud  as  any  man 
And  said,  “I’ve  got  the  works.” 

It  wasn’t  Mary  Ann  or  Maranda  Jane, 
But  that  was  all  the  same ; 

It  was  a  lady  he  wanted  to  marry, 

And  not  a  lady’s  name. 


So  now,  young  men,  remember, 

When  to  Cupid’s  clerk  you  go, 

Your  sweetheart  may  have  a  name 
That  the  clerks  may  have  to  know. 

Just  have  her  write  it  on  a  piece  of  paper, 
For  her  name  it  must  be  known, 

That  you’ll  be  sure  not  to  forget 
Or  have  to  use  the  telephone. 
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PRINTER’S  INK. 


MRS.  A.  E.  SIGSBEE. 


O  WHAT  you  will,,  you  cannot  think 
The  pow’r  there  is  in  printer’s  ink ; 

It  moves  the  world  for  good  or  ill 
By  forces  oft  invisible. 


It  tells  your  “wants,”  makes  known  the  sales, 
The  “lost”  the  “found”  through  all  the  mails. 
The  single  “ad”  a  thousand-fold 
Is  multiplied  and  brings  the  gold ! 


The  “rooms  to  rent,”  the  price  to  pay, 
The  progress  made  from  day  to  day ; 
The  “real  estate,”  who  buys  and  sells, 
In  printer’s  ink  the  paper  tells. 


The  news  it  brings  before  your  eyes 
In  paragraphs  condensed,  concise — 

It  is  the  truth,  as  we  have  heard, 

“The  pen  is  mightier  than  the  sword.” 


If  you’ve  a  want,  and  cannot  think 
What’s  best  to  do,  use  printer’s  ink, 
And  have  the  paper,  if  you’re  wise, 
In  “wanted”  there  to  advertise. 
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BEHIND  THE  SCENES. 


ROSALIE  SOPHIE  MAXIMILIAN. 

HEN  falls  the  curtain,  lie  who  played  the  clown 
And  he  the  king,  are  on  a  common  level ; 

The  villain  with  the  virtuous  one  sits  down, 

And  the  angel  smiles  on  him  who  played  the  devil. 
The  peasant  fraternizes  with  the  peer, 

The  village  maids  and  courtesans  and  queens 
Mingle  together  without  fear  or  sneer — 

They’re  players  all,  behind  the  scenes. 


When  falls  the  curtain  on  the  play  of  life, 

That  play  designed  to  entertain  the  gods, 

The  parts  assigned  us  in  its  mimic  strife 

(Though  now  we  think  so)  will  not  make  such  odds. 
Who  played  the  king  on  earth  shall  be  as  mean 
As  any  thrall  that  wearied  him  with  prayers; 
Peasant  and  peer  and  courtesan  and  queen 
Behind  the  scenes  will  all  be  only  players. 
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MY  MOTHER’S  ARM  CHAIR. 


W.  A.  YORK. 


F  ALL  mementos  I  cherish  with  care, 

That  I  prize  most  dearly,  is  mother’s  arm  chair ; 
Tho’  homely  and  worn,  its  cushions  all  torn, 
But  the  one  who  sat  in  it  to  Heaven  has  gone. 


To  her  she  would  call  me  at  the  close  of  day, 
And  beside  that  old  arm-chair  taught  me  to  say 
The  prayer  of  my  childhood,  forget  I’ll  never, 
I  remember  it  now,  and  will  forever. 


This  she  taught  me,  “Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep” — 
While  in  those  brown  eyes  an  expression  so  sweet — 
“I  pray  the  Lord  my  soul  to  keep” — 

As  on  my  head  her  blessings  she’d  heap. 


“If  I  should  die  before  I  wake” — 
Remember  this,  Billy,  for  my  sake — 

“I  pray  the  Lord  my  soul  to  take — ” 

An  effort  to  remember  I  shall  always  make. 


She  is  gone  from  this  world  of  toil  and  care, 

To  that  beautiful  home  so  bright  and  fair; 

But  of  all  dear  things  so  cherished  and  rare, 

Is  that  blessed  old  relic,  my  mother’s  arm  chair. 


When  the  time  comes  I  shall  soar  through  the  air 
To  the  home  of  the  blest,  on  its  beauty  I  stare ; 
I’ll  ask  the  Father,  tho’  unworthy  to  share, 

His  blessings  with  mother  in  her  old  arm  chair. 
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A  LEGEND  OF  A  LILY. 


MRS.  MINNIE  B.  MILLER. 


Among  the  hills  of  northern  Pennsylvania  lies  the  lake,  small 
in  size,  but  of  great  depth,  about  which  the  following  legend  is  still 
related : 


EEP  inset  ’mid  hills  and  mountains, 

Fed  by  hidden  rills  and  fountains, 

Lies  a  lake  of  beauty,  placid,  tranquil  and  serene. 

And  the  hemlocks  and  the  birches 
Interlace  their  arms,  where  perches 

Of  wild  birds  are  covered  o’er  with  bright  and  leafy  green. 


There  the  wild  duck,  coy  and  listening, 

Lifts  its  head  with  eyes  a-glistening, 

As  it  dips  and  floats  upon  the  waters  of  the  lake. 

And  the  water  lily  yellow, 

With  its  tints  so  soft  and  mellow, 

Nestles  close  upon  its  breast,  and  gentle  ripples  break. 


There’s  a  legend,  weird  and  olden, 

That  among  the  lilies  golden, 

That  upon  the  bosom  of  its  placid  waters  sleep, 

Once  a  year,  a  lily,  snow-white, 

Opens  to  the  sun  and  moonlight, 

And  the  mists  that  make  all  lovely  nature  seem  to  weep. 


There  a  gentle  Indian  maiden. 

Sad  with  grief,  with  sorrow  laden, 

Sought  surcease  by  sinking  ’neath  the  waters  deep  and  wide, 
For  her  faithless  Indian  lover 
P>rought  her  grief  she  could  not  cover, 

Then  he  left  her,  taking  to  his  heart  another  bride. 

Thus  this  water-lily,  pearly, 

Marks  the  spot  where  she,  so  early, 

Deeply  buried  shame  and  sorrow  and  her  heart  of  woe ; 
Thus  the  spotless,  ’midst  the  golden, 

Calls  to  mind  the  legend,  olden, 

Where  we  see  the  white  among  the  yellow  lilies  glow. 
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ON  THE  BLUFFS  OF  THE  MISSISSIPPI  RIVER. 


ANNIE  U.  MYERS. 


3 


AM  sitting,  thinking,  writing, 

Of  the  beauties  which  I  see; 
Wandering  if  your  silent  waters 
Will  e’er  flow  into  the  sea ! 


I  am  waiting,  silently  waiting, 

For  the  Mississippi  ship 
Which  will  bear  our  President  Roosevelt 
To  St.  Louis  on  his  trip ! 


Now  autumn  is  here 

The  flowers  are  fading,  and  the  leaves  are  turning  brown, 
Within  these  lids  of  “Gems  of  Poesy,” 

May  our  noble  thoughts  be  found ! 
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MY  VACATION. 


FLOYD  L.  HEGGIE. 


FORTNIGHT  at  the  ocean’s  brink 
To  watch  the  billows  play? 

In  jollity  to  eat  and  drink 
With  those  in  bright  array? 


“Nay,  nay,  Pauline,”  those  charming  things 
I  willingly  forego, 

For  to  my  memory  fondly  clings 
The  scene  of  long  ago. 

Where,  while  the  most  of  childhood’s  friends 
Are  scattered,  some  remain, 

And  what  a  sound  of  joy  ascends 
From  some  old-time  refrain. 

I  now  would  turn  with  rev’reut  air, 

With  steady  step  and  slow, 

To  view  a  place  where  flowers  fair 
In  rich  profusion  grow. 

That  sacred  flower-crested  mound 
New  impulse  doth  impart, 

To  buoy  a  life  that’s  anchored  round 
A  loving  mother’s  heart. 
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THE  SILENT  CIRCLE. 


MRS.  W.  A.  GOODMAN. 


3 


LIVE  in  Silent  Circle 

Away  from  the  world  and  its  dreams; 
But  ever  across  my  pathway 
God’s  sunlight  in  glory  gleams. 


What  find  I  in  the  Silent  Circle? 

Joy  for  each  tear  that  was  shed ; 
The  roses  of  God’s  garden  around  me, 
His  benediction  on  my  head. 


Why  sought  I  the  Silent  Circle? 

Because  I  was  weary  of  strife, 
The  bitter  pain  and  longing, 

The  gall  in  the  chalice  of  life. 


Who  dwell  in  the  Silent  Circle? 

Only  my  heart,  world-weary,  and  I, 
God’s  glorious  presence  around  us, 
The  Comforter  of  Comforters  nigh. 


What  do  we  in  the  Silent  Circle  ? 

Weep  and  pray  while  the  moments  fly ; 
But  the  tears  are  all  of  regret 
For  the  wasted  years  gone  by. 


For  the  empty,  wasted  years  before 
My  heart  and  I  could  turn  away 
From  the  dim  dross  of  earth’s  midnight 
To  the  gold  of  God’s  trancpiil  day. 


Outside  the  dark  clouds  may  gather, 
And  the  wild  birds  of  suffering  fly, 
But  we’re  safe  in  the  Silent  Circle 
Under  God’s  wing,  my  heart  and  I. 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


185 


LONGINGS  FOR  HOME. 


P.  SCHILD. 


HEN  the  evening  shades  are  creeping  through  the  windows, 
through  the  door, 

Then  I  lay  aside  my  pencil,  and  my  memory  will  soar 
Over  plains  and  over  mountains,  to  my  mother,  to  my  home, 

To  the  woods  and  to  the  meadows,  where  I  often  used  to  roam, 
And  a  sad  and  longing  feeling  follows,  follows  everywhere, 

Fills  my  eyes  with  bitter  tears,  and  fills  my  heart  with  sad  despair. 


Many  pleasures  and  amusements  has  the  world  presented  me. 

But  thev  could  not  still  my  longing  for  that  cottage  by  the  sea. 

Long  Eve  roamed  through  distant  countries,  sailed  o’er  oceans  deep 
and  wide, 

But  my  thoughts  were  always  lingering  by  my  dear  old  mother’s 
side. 

Tenderly  she  loved  her  children  with  her  true  and  faithful  heart, 
And  I  only  wonder,  wonder,  how  from  her  I  could  depart. 


Often  in  a  blissful  vision  I  see  her  gentle  face, 

See  her  sitting,  sweetlv  smiling,  by  the  cozy  fire-place, 

As  in  days  now  gone  forever,  can  I  hear  her  gentle  voice, 

When  she  spoke  the  evening  prayer  with  her  little  girls  and  boys. 
And  I  see  her  look  to  Heaven,  see  her  speak  a  prayer  for  me, 
While  the  balmy  evening  breezes  rustle  o’er  the  silvery  sea. 


And  a  voice  within  my  bosom  begs  and  cries  forever  more, 

“Give  me  back  my  dear  old  cottage  on  the  ocean’s  lovely  shore ; 
Give  me  back  my  only  mother,  who  is  more  than  dear  to  me, 

In  her  presence,  O  how  happy,  O  how  joyful  would  I  be!” 

But  I  cannot  go  to  see  her,  duty  tells  me  to  remain, 

God  in  Heaven  alone  divined,  when  and  where  we’ll  meet  again. 
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AS  WE  STROLLED  UPON  THE  BEACH. 


G.  W.  SKILLMAN. 


3N  a  lovely  night  in  June,  ’neath  the  bright  and  silv’ry  moon, 

As  my  love  and  I  were  strolling  on  the  beach, 

There  we  met  and  pledged  our  love,  witnessed  by  the  stars  above, 
While  the  surf  was  breaking  gently  at  our  feet. 

There  we  many  hours  have  spent,  while  on  joy  and  pleasure  bent, 
While  the  evening  shadows  lingered  on  the  strand  ; 

There  we  oft  met  and  strolled,  there  we  oft  our  love  have  told, 
While  the  rolling  waves  made  music  on  the  sand. 


CHORUS. 

As  we  strolled  upon  the  beach,  silv’ry  pebbles  ’neath  our  feet, 
While  the  blue  waves  murmured  softly,  sweetly  by, 

There  we  met  and  pledged  our  love,  witnessed  by  the  stars  above, 
As  we  strolled  along  the  beach,  mv  love  and  I. 


Though  the  years  have  come  and  fled,  since  my  love  and  I  were  wed 
What  sweet  memories  present  themselves  to  view, 

Of  the  happy  days  of  yore,  when  we  met  upon  the  shore, 

And  we  vowed  unto  each  other  we’d  be  true. 

Now  our  thoughts  seem  still  to  dwell,  on  those  times  we  loved  so 
well, 

And  the  scenes  of  other  days  so  dear  to  each, 

Now  we- often  bless  the  day,  when  our  hearts  were  young  and  gay. 
That  we  met  and  loved  each  other  on  the  beach. 
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WHISTLE  AND  SING. 


EUREKA  WILLITS. 


LAN  to  do  right, 

You’ll  win  in  the  fight, 

No  matter  what  obstacles  oppose  thee ; 
Just  say,  “I  shall  win,” 

To  work  is  no  sin, 

And  the  world  will  honor  and  adore  thee. 


It  will  give  you  a  lift, 

A  kind  word  and  a  smile, 

The  heavens  will  grow  brighter  each  day ; 
Just  whistle  and  sing, 

If  bad  luck’s  on  the  wing, 

For  the  same  breeze  that  brought  it 
Will  take  it  away. 
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MY  NEIGHBOR  AND  I. 


MARIE  WALTON  BLASHFIELD. 


Y  NEIGHBOR  lives  in  her  mansion  grand 
At  the  top  of  “Nobility  Hill,” 

And  I  in  my  cottage  down  below 
Just  across  from  the  old  stone  mill. 

She  dresses  in  silk  and  velvet  and  lace, 

With  rings  on  her  fair,  white  hands ; 
While  I  am  dressed  in  a  calico  gown, 

And  my  hands  are  brown  and  tanned. 


My  neighbor’s  home  is  stately  and  grand, 
But  it’s  cold  and  silent  as  well; 

With  no  rollicking  boys  to  make  a  noise, 
Or  their  joys  and  woes  to  tell. 

With  brussels  carpet  her  floors  are  adorned, 
And  are  much  too  fine  to  use ; 

While  mine  are  bare,  and  often  marred 
By  the  print  of  muddy  shoes. 


But  my  neighbor’s  heart  is  heavy  and  sad, 
And  her  face  is  lined  with  care ; 

Her  husband  spends  his  evenings  away 
And  she  shudders  and  wonders — where? 
But  his  face  is  red  and  bloated  and  coarse, 
And  he’s  growing  old  too  soon ; 

He  spends  his  time,  and  money  as  well, 
Down  in  the  “corner  saloon.” 


So  I  do  not  envy  my  neighbor’s  home 
At  the  top  of  “Nobility  Hill,” 

For  I  love  my  little  cottage-home 
And  the  view  of  the  old  stone  mill. 

My  husband  spends  his  evenings  at  home 
Along  with  his  rollicking  boys, 

And  life  flows  by  like  a  merry  song, 

With  nothing  to  mar  its  joys. 
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TRUST  ME. 


GRACE  EATON  LOWREY. 


I? 


OUR  hand,  dear  love,  is  placed  in  mine, 
Your  eyes  look  up  to  me ; 

They  seem  to  question  if  my  heart 
Will  ever  constant  be. 

They  would  look  far  into  our  lives, 
Where  hair  is  streaked  with  gray, 

And  know  if  from  your  own  sweet  self 
My  heart  would  ever  stray. 


There’s  something  sweet,  divinely  sweet, 
In  your  word,  or  look,  or  sigh ; 

In  the  smile  that  wreathes  your  dainty  lips, 
Or  the  tear  that  dims  your  eye. 

There’s  something  deep  down  in  my  heart 
That  lives  alone  for  you ; 

My  love  could  never  from  you  stray — 

I  could  not  be  untrue. 


Oh,  trust  me,  trust  me,  dearie, 

You’re  all  the  world  to  me. 

Through  sadness  and  through  gladness 
I’ll  always  faithful  be. 

Fear  not  the  gloom  of  life’s  pathway, 
I’ll  be  ever  by  your  side, 

To  change  the  gloom  to  sunshine, 

For  you,  my  own  sweet  bride. 
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WHEN  BYRON  BARWIG  COMES  DOWN  THE  STREET. 


HERMAN  A.  EWALD. 


HAT  is  that  sound  now  so  dull  and  so  low  ? 

Now  it  is  coming  and  now  seems  to  go ! 

Like  thunder  it  rumbles  or  like  an  earthquake. 
Things  seem  to  tremble  and  now  start  to  shake. 
What !  are  those  voices  of  angels  I  hear  ? 

Now  very  faintly :  but  now,  plain  and  clear — 

Why!  here  they  come  marching  with  musical  beat, 
Ah !  this  is  Barwig  who  comes  down  the  street ! 


Barwig,  Barwig,  is  coming  down  the  street ; 
Barwig,  Barwig,  is  the  one  I  love  to  meet. 
See  the  faces  so  sweetly  glow ! 

Ev’ry  one  is  here,  I  know. 

All  are  smiles  and  merry  feet 

When  Byron  Barwig  comes  down  the  street. 


Who  does  not  now  feel  a  spell  like  of  love? 

Who  does  not  feel  as  if  blessed  from  above? 

You  think  of  a  day  that  was  full  of  such  bliss ; 
Think  of  a  time  when  he  gave  the  first  kiss. 

Ah !  you  do  smile,  for  you  feel  the  same  spell ; 

Feel  what  no  words  but  sweet  music  can  tell ; 

We  all  feel  the  same  when  Byron  Barwig  we  meet — 
See  how  he  smiles  as  he  comes  down  the  street! 
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AT  SUNSET. 


ALICE  D.  LAMPSON. 


O !  the  golden  sun  is  setting, 
’Neath  a  Western  line  of  blue ; 


Soon  all  innocence  in  slumber 
Will  be  softly  showered  with  dew. 
All  that’s  true  and  pure  hearted 
Mutely  bless  this  holy  hour, 

For  in  whispers  sweet  and  restful 
Breathes  it  not  of  Heaven’s  power? 


Ha !  the  fiery  sun  is  setting 

’Mid  the  black  clouds  in  the  West; 
Soon  all  evil  will  be  stirring — 

Night  is  not  the  hour  for  rest. 

All  that’s  vile  and  sinful-hearted 
Hail  the  night  with  ribald  song; 

For  it  meets  their  need  as  passport, 
And  a  shield  for  all  their  wrong. 


Shall  our  eve  be  golden  tinted 
Or  be  clouded  black  with  sin  ? 

Shall  we  sleep  in  peace  like  childhood, 

Or  shall  anguish  reign  within? 

All  may  choose  while  yet  ’tis  morning, 

Let  none  blame  the  tide  of  fate, 

Nor  be  content  through  life  with  drifting, 
Lest  we  hear  the  words  “Too  late !’ 
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AWAY  DOWN  IN  THE  MEADOW  LAND. 


HAROLD  COOP. 


« 


HE  golden  sun  was  sinking  low, 
Reflecting  the  crimson  sky, 

Just  as  it  did  long  years  ago 

When  I  formed  love’s  fondest  tie. 

I  picture  a  maiden  sweet  and  fair 
Away:  down  in  the  meadow-land ; 

I  twine  a  rose  in  her  golden  hair, 

And  plead  for  heart  and  hand. 

The  song  of  bird,  the  bloom  of  flower, 
The  sunset  and  each  new-born  hour, 
The  close  of  day,  each  rose  I  see, 
Recalls  love’s  own  sweet  dream  to  me. 


The  golden  sun  has  sunk  to  rest, 

And  twilight  shadows  slowly  steal ; 
Ah !  cherished  memories  in  my  breast 
Ofttimes  recall  love’s  dream. 

I’m  lonesome  now,  I’m  old  and  grey ; 

Away  down  in  the  meadow-land 
My  darling  sleeps,  and  some  fair  day 
In  Heaven  I’ll  clasp  her  hand. 
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HELPING. 


MARY  POTTER  WARNER.  ■ 

NE  day  when  busy  sweeping, 

My  little  one  came  to  me; 
“Mamma,  Pse  all  froo  sleeping, 

I  wants  to  help  you — may  me?” 

When  I  saw  the  blue  eyes  brighten — 
For  she  dearly  loves  to  dust — 

I  “played”  my  task  she  could  lighten, 
And  never  let  her  mistrust. 


I  tried  to  be  patient  and  tender 
When  she  put  things  in  my  way, 
And  stifled  the  wish  to  send  her 
Out  with  her  mates  to  play. 

I  thought  of  our  Heavenly  Father, 
And  how  patient  He  is  with  us, 
When  we  but  hinder  and  bother 
With  all  our  efforts  and  fuss. 


So  I  petted  and  praised  my  baby, 

And  she  never  knew,  I  trust, 

Though  you  think  it  deceitful,  maybe  — 
That  her  mamma  had — to  dust. 


And  I  hope  when  our  work’s  completed 
He’ll  cover  our  blunders,  each  one, 
And  because  we  tried,  we’ll  be  greeted 
By  His  welcome  plaudit  “Well  done.” 
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HOPE’S  TALISMAN. 


MAY  MARCY  BOWMAN. 


WAS  on  a  gloomy  winter  day 
When  last  I  saw  my  love; 

The  sky  was  full  of  unshed  tears, 

No  ray  shone  from  above. 

But  joyous  spring  bloomed  in  my  heart 
While  he  was  by  my  side, 

Until  the  thought  that  we  must  part, 
Came  like  a  sweeping  tide. 


A  tidal  wave  of  grief  and  pain, 

Effacing  all  the  joy, 

And  life  was  but  a  wintry  sea, 

And  I  a  drifting  toy. 

A  derelict,  quite  rudderless, 

Rough-tossed  by  wind  and  wave, 

No  harbor  gleamed  in  that  wild  waste — 
No  hope  but  in  the  grave. 


When  lo !  his  letter  came,  anon — 

A  gleam  of  warmth  and  light, 
Breathing  of  Faith  and  Love  and  Hope, 
And  all  was  fair  and  bright. 

The  restless  waves  still  ripple  on, 

But  I  will  drift  no  more, 

One  bright  ray  shone  from  his  true  heart, 
To  guide  me  to  the  shore. 
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WHAT  EVE  FOUND  OUT. 


DAN  BANTA,  JR. 


PPORTUNITY  knocks  but  once  at  your  door,” 
Eve  heard  that  stated  by  scores,  even  more ; 

But  Eve  found  out,  as  the  days  go  by, 

And  the  days,  months  and  years  of  time  do  fly, 

That  every  second  and  minute  we  delve 
Is  a  new  opportunity  in  itself, 

And  teaches  why  some  have  learned  to  say 
That  “Where  the  will  is,  there!s  a  way.” 

But  it  won’t  do  to  lay  around  and  sigh 

When  you  can  be  winning,  and  making  things  fly. 
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I  AM  DREAMING. 


NELLIE  RAY  COMBS. 


3 


AM  dreaming,  sweetly  dreaming, 

O’er  the  past  long  years  that’s  dead, 
When  youth’s  flowers  were  gaily  blooming 
And  its  joys  were  fancy  fed; 

When  life  seemed  one  fresh  May  morning, 
Fraught  with  fragrance,  pure  and  rare, 
And  music,  tuned  to  love’s  sweet  cadence, 
Floated  on  the  ambient  air. 


I’m  dreaming,  sweetly,  sadly  dreaming, 
Of  dear  friends  lost  years  recall, 
While  I  gaze  upon  their  pictures 
That  appear  on  Memory’s  wall. 
There  I  trace  the  dear  resemblance 
Of  my  sainted  mother’s  face ; 

There’s  my  brother  and  my  sister, 

In  their  pride  of  youth  and  grace. 


I  am  dreaming,  surely  dreaming, 
While  I  list  their  voice  once  more, 
Mingled  with  the  chant  of  angels 
Echoed  off  the  immortal  shore. 

O !  how  sweet  to  gaze  enraptured 
On  the  starry  worlds  above, 
Radiant  with  the  smiles  of  seraphs 
Reflected  in  His  matchless  love. 
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THE  LONESOME  MAN. 


MILES  RICE. 


31 


’EST  tell  you  when  first  I  saw 
The  loneliest,  lonesomest  man, 

I  was  that  scared  at  his  dreadful  look 
’At  I  ’est  turned,  an’  ran  an’  ran. 


An’  I  didn’t  stop,  nuther,  until  I  stood 
Right  close  to  my  mamma’s  chair, 

For  ’at’s  ’est  the  safest  place  on  ’is  earth — 
No  lonesome  can’t  get  you  there. 

An’  ’en  I  told  her  about  ’at  ’ere  man, 

What  was  so  big,  so  tall  and  so  brown, 
But  ’ist  had  the  fiercest,  lonesomest  look 
An’  walked  with  his  head  all  bowed  down. 


An’  ’en  I  ’est  told  her  how  I  would  like 
To  make  the  big,  lonesome  man  glad, 

’En  she  cuddled,  and  snuggled,  and  loved  me 
And  called  me  her  dear  little  lad. 


’En  while  we  was  talking,  what  do  you  think? 

Why,  that  big,  lonesome  man  he  passed  by, 

’En  my  mamma  looked  scared,  ’en  she  bowed,  ’en  she  smiled, 
’En  I  thought  she  was  going  to  cry. 

But  instead  her  face  turned  all  pretty  and  red, 

Like  the  skv  when  the  sun  goes  down; 

An’  the  lonesome  man  smiled,  he  did,  I  say ! 

An’  seemed  to  forget  the  frown. 

He  came  close  up  to  my  mamma’s  chair, 

And  he  looked  so  gentle  and  kind, 

’At  I  wasn’t  scared,  not  a  single  bit, 

An’  I  tried  dreadful  hard  not  to  mind. 

When  he  kissed  my  dear  mamma  an’  called  her  his  own, 

An’  said  he  had  waited  so  long, 

For  wasn’t  it  ’est  what  I  wanted  to  have, 

His  sadness  and  lonesome  all  gone? 
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IN  THE  BACKYARD. 


BLOSSOM  E.  BROWN. 

t^|^WAS  an  ugly  back  yard  of  barren  clay, 
i£L/Strewn  with  bricks  from  a  building  not  far  away 
Not  a  visible  thing  to  make  it  fair, 

Not  even  a  blade  of  grass  grew  there. 

Two  women  knelt  with  uncovered  brow, 

They  saw  visions  of  beauty  known  long  ago ; 

They  knelt  on  the  earth  so  hard  and  cold, 

And  were  clad  in  garments,  common  and  old. 

They  were  planting  seeds  of  many  flowers, 

To  be  warmed  by  sun  and  bathed  by  showers, 
And,  as  they  matured,  to  beautify 
The  dreary  yard,  and  charm  the  eye. 

“Why  not  make  the  best  of  what  we  have?” 

With  cheerful  faith  and  trusting  love 
To  all  who  passed  them  they  seem  to  say, 

“It  may  cheer  the  burdened,  who  pass  this  way. 

“Though  we  may  not  remove  the  sordidness, 

We  can  cover  it  over  so  those  who  pass 
Will  see  only  loveliness  each  day, 

And  forget  the  ugly  bricks  and  clay.” 

And  so  they  worked  on  in  the  sunny  air, 

To  make  a  garden  both  bright  and  fair; 

And  the  April  winds  that  swept  along 
Breathed  accompaniment  to  their  careless  song. 

And  later  on  in  darkening  day, 

No  more  could  be  seen  of  bricks  and  clay; 

The  yard  was  covered  with  beauty  fair, 

Which  saved  many  a  heart  from  deep  despair. 

So  cover  the  dismal  with  brightest  hue, 

Let  good  be  your  aim  whate’er  you  do; 

Such  a  little  effort  on  your  part 

May  give  great  courage  to  a  sinking  heart. 
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LIFE. 


JOSEPH  DICKSON  CARSON. 


VOID  the  main  where  we  were  tempest-tossed, 

And  lo !  the  current  of  our  lives  is  lost ; 

Steer  clear  the  shoals  where  we  were  wrecked  before, 
We  strike  on  hidden  rock,  on  unknown  shore ; 

For  oh !  upon  life’s  ever-shifting  tide 

Are  dangers  new  where’er  our  bark  may  glide! 


We  live,  upon  this  earth  of  constant  change, 

From  center  unto  highest  mountain-range, 

As  though  it  ever  rolled  amidst  the  spheres 
Unchanged,  unchangeable,  -through  deathless  years ! 
Among  those  ever-shifting  scenes  of  time 
Our  souls  will  languish  for  a  life  sublime, — 

Midst  rays  divine  of  uncreated  light 
To  bask  forever  in  a  calm  delight. 

While  here,  where  Nature  moves  by  those  fixed  laws 
For  her  created  by  the  First  Great  Cause, 

We  humbly  bow  before  that  Lord  of  all. 

Who  guides  by  law,  yet  notes  a  sparrow’s  fall ; 
Though  veiled  from  sight,  God’s  providence  we  own, 
Working  through  wond’rous  laws  to  us  unknown. 


I  would  not  tread  life’s  rugged  path  again, 

With  all  its  joys,  illusions,  cares  and  pain, 

But  rather  onward,  through  eternal  time, 

Press  toward  a  life  more  blessed,  more  sublime — 
Forever  reaching  forward  toward  that  goal 
Of  God,  the-  center  of  each  living  soul ; 

And  by  that  crystal  stream  forever  stray, 

While  purest  love  illumes  an  endless  day 
Where,  in  a  tranquil  bliss  without  alloy, 

Beauty  is  wedded  to  eternal  joy. 
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O  ANGEL  BABY"  MINE ! 


G.  LANE  GARRISON. 

BABYr  mine,  O  baby  mine, 

O  angel  baby  mine ; 

Where  dost  thou  spread  thy  snowy  wings ! 
Where  dost  thou  see  all  glorious  things, 
With  those  sweet  eyes  of  thine? 

O  baby  mine,  O  baby  mine, 

O  darling  angel  baby  mine ! 

Mine  eves  are  hungry  day  by  day. 

My  heart  is  hungry,  too, 

To  see  the  smiles  flit  o’er  thv  face, 

To  clasp  thee  in  one  fond  embrace. 

As  other  mothers  do. 

O  baby  mine,  O  baby  mine, 

O  darling  angel  baby  mine ! 


You  came  to  me  one  little  while, 

And  nestled  on  my  breast ; 

You  filled  my  heart  with  sweet  delight, 
1  hen  quickly  vanished  from  my  sight, 
To  dwell  among  the  blest. 

O  baby  mine,  O  baby  mine, 

Oh  darling  angel  baby  mine ! 


No  more  to  earth  wilt  thou  return. 

But  I  shall  go  to  thee. 

I’ll  haste  to  thee  on  joyful  wings, 

And  share  with  thee  all  Heavenly  things, 
From  pain  and  sorrow  free. 

O  baby  mine,  O  baby  mine, 

O  dariing  angel  baby  mine. 
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TO  MAY. 


VICTOR  ALEXANDER. 

HEDGE  between  keeps  friendship  green,” 
And  “Absence  makes  the  heart  grow  fond.” 
Then  distance  is  the  hedge,  I  ween, 

That  keeps  our  friendship’s  holy  bond. 

But  pray  I  that  the  hedge  were  gone — 

My  thoughts  would  still,  1  doubt  them  not, 
Remain  the  same  as  they  have  done, 

All  true,  of  you,  nor  change  a  jot. 


“Absence  makes  the  heart  grow  fonder ;” 

Yet  absence  could  not  make  me  think 
A  better  feeling,  though  I  ponder 
O’er  all  thv  sweetness  that  will  link 
My  sweetest,  brightest  thoughts  with  thee, 
Unchangeable  today  and  aye; 

Though  you  may  never  think  of  me, 

I  kiss,  with  bliss,  the  name  of  May. 
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TO  A  FRIEND. 


VICTOR  ALEXANDER. 


S  up  the  Hill  of  Fame  I  climb, 

This  wish  I  fain  would  give : 
That  you  and  I  may  never  meet 
As  long  as  we  shall  live. 

But  be  not  wroth,  my  worthy  friend, 
Drive  off  the  angry  frown — 

If  we  should  meet,  ’tis  but  the  truth, 
One  would  be  going  down. 
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MEMORY. 


LUCY  M.  SCOTT. 


HE  happy  past  lives  but  in  memory  now, 
Those  hours  of  love  and  joy  for  me  have 
Calmly  I  to  the  ruling  sceptre  bow, 

And  weep  not  that  Hope,  gentle  Hope,  is 


fled; 

dead. 


Why  weep  ?  tears  ne’er  recall  bright  moments  gone ; 

Why  mourn  ?  grief  cannot  soothe  a  single  pain ; 

I  sleep  and  dream  I’m  happy,  but  at  morn, 

I  waken  to  the  same  sad  life  again. 


I  live  with  but  a  single  lingering  ray 

To  brighten  up  my  lone  and  dreary  path ; 
Naught  save  dark  shadows  flit  across  my  way, 
And  once-loved  forms  that  memory  o’er  it  casts. 


One  star  alone !  on  it  I  fix  my  eyes, 

It  shines  beyond  time’s  dark  and  thorny  road; 

It  glimmers  far  beyond  the  vaulted  skies, 

Where  all  is  rest  and  peace  in  Heaven  with  God. 


There,  there,  when  time’s  rough  blasts  with  me  are  o’er, 
When  this  world-weary  heart  has  ceased  to  beat, 
There  shall  I  know  of  pleasures  evermore, 

Made,  by  severest  trials,  doubly  sweet. 
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SPRING. 


LAURA  J.  GARDNER. 


ELCOME,  “thou  Resurrection  morn’ 
Of  gentle  rains  and  flowers ; 

Of  Nature’s  murmuring  lullabies — 
Of  shady,  vine-clad  bowers. 


Of  loose-white  clouds  and  azure  skies, 

Of  gentle  dove’s  low  cooing; 

Of  leaping;  laughing  waters  free, 

Of  joyous  youth  and  wooing. 

I  see  thee  bring  to  Nature’s  dead, 

New  life  and  mystic  healing, 

And  into  my  lone,  doubting  heart, 

Sweet  trust  and  hope  come  stealing. 

I  hasten  to  the  burial-place 

Where  a  dear  friend  lies  sleeping; 

When  last  I  stood  beside  his  grave 
I  could  not  see  for  weeping. 

Nature  was  weeping,  too,  that  day, 

Her  mournful  wails  were  eerie, 

O’er  fallen  leaves- — sweet,  withered  flowers, 
And  cold,  white  fields  a-dreary.  # 

But  now,  oh !  wondrous  miracle ! 

New  life  from  death  is  springing ; 

The  withered  branches,  then  so  bare, 

Are  greenest  verdure  swinging. 

Earth  throbs  anew  with  fresh,  sweet  life, 
But  he  sleeps  on  unshaken ; 

O  Spring!  with  all  thy  wondrous  powers, 
Thou  canst  not  him  awaken. 

But  ah !  I  hear  thee  whisper  low, 

Of  Spring  to  come  eternal, 

When  man— God’s  image— shall  awake 
To  endless  life  supernal. 


I  AM  GLAD. 


LAURA  J.  GARDNER. 


3 


T  MAY  be  right  for  “Woman  New” 

To  neglect  her  household  cares, 

That  she  may  rant  upon  “Woman’s  Rights 
And  of  Uncle  Sam’s  affairs. 


Or  prate  of  the  heathen  far  away, 

And  o’er  the  country  roam, 

While  careless  hirelings  help  to  rear, 
Young  heathens  in  her  home. 

This  may  be  right  and  it  may  be  wrong, 
I  am  not  prepared  to  say; 

But  I’m  glad  this  way  of  doing  good 
Was  not  my  mother’s  way. 

I  am  glad  the  theme  of  Woman’s  Rights 
Ne’er  seemed  to  her  so  fair 

As  the  little,  tender,  helpless  babes 
Committed  to  her  care. 


I  am  glad  my  head  reclined  at  night 
On  her  faithful,  loving  breast; 

That  with  a  low  lullaby 
She  lulled  me  to  my  rest. 

I  am  glad  that  she  deemed  no  other  work 
More  essential,  or  more  sweet, 

Than  the  careful  training  of  tender  minds, 
And  the  guiding  of  little  feet. 

I  am  glad  though  her  active,  cultured  mind 
On  loftiest  themes  could  roam, 

That  she  deeemd  the  sweetest  theme  on  earth 
To  be  children,  love  and  home. 

AhJ  “Woman  New,”  you  may  deem  such  cares 
Most  tiresome  and  slow; 

But  I’m  glad,  and  thank  the  dear,  good  God, 
That  mother  ne’er  thought  so. 
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THE  NEW  JERUSALEM. 


JOHN  J.  THORN. 


UR  blessed  Lord  and  Creator 
Who  sits  in  His  throne  above, 

Has  prepared  a  Home  for  His  children, 
And  cares  for  them  with  love. 


His  home  is  that  glowing  mansion, 

The  City  of  New  Jerusalem, 

Jesus,  the  Prince  of  the  city, 

And  crowned  with  the  royal  diadem. 

In  the  beauty  of  God’s  holiness 
He  dwells  in  that  city  above; 

It  is  lighted  by  the  glory  of  Father  and  Son 
And  the  spirit  of  Divine  love. 

Holy  and  righteous  is  the  Heavenly  King 
In  His  omnipotent  sway; 

He  reigns  in  Heaven’s  celestial  throne, 

His  countenance  is  eternal  day. 


God’s  beauty  is  the  adorning  ray 
Of  the  New  Jerusalem, 

Where  saints  and  angels  join  in  praise  . 
To  Father  and  the  Lamb. 

How  sweet  is  the  evidence 
Though  prone  to  sin  we  be, 

That  Jesus  has  atoned  for  sin 
And  manifested  Himself  to  thee. 

That  when  He  died  upon  the  cross 
And  gave  up  the  Ghost, 

His  crimson  blood  saved  the  sinner 
Without  price  or  cost. 

How  sweet  is  the  precious  hope 
Of  the  New  Jerusalem, 

And  Heaven’s  paradise  of  bliss, 

With  Father  and  the  Lamb. 
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SWEET  SUMMER  EVES ! 


JAMES  MACK. 

WEET  summer  eves  !  Sweet  eves  ! 

Far  away  from  the  madd’ning  throng; 
Where,  on  the  sun  tipp’d  leaves, 

Lingers  the  birds’  sweet  evening  song. 
The  sweet  response  of  flowers 

From  their  perfumed  graceful  shrine, 
Through  the  silent  bowers, 

Speak  a  harmony  true  and  divine; 
Fairy  strains  of  music  fall, 

And  your  soul’s  great  senses  waken — 
As  of  angels’  sweet  recall 
Of  lowly  souls  forsaken. 


The  clear  moving  water, 

Slow  and  gently  striking  each  stone, 
Relates  in  its  falter 

A  sweet  story  in  nature’s  tone. 

And  from  mountains  that  stand  high 
The  moon,  with  its  peaceful  light, 
Steals  from  the  wind’s  soft  sigh 

To  announce  the  sweet  summer  night ; 
Fairy  strains  of  music  fall, 

And  your  soul’s  great  senses  waken — 
As  of  angels’  sweet  recall 
Of  lowly  souls  forsaken. 
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WHEN  THE  DAY  IS  WANING. 


“anon. 
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HEN  the  shadows  of  evening  are  falling, 
And  the  cares  of  the  .day  are  o’er, 

You  hear  the  soft  tinkle  of  the  cow-bell, 

As  the  cattle  are  crossing  the  moor. 

The  sun  in  the  West  is  just  sinking, 

Making  the  sky  gleam  with  a  golden  hue ; 
The  silvery  moon  in  the  East  is  twinkling, 
The  stars  look  like  little  drops  of  dew. 


The  mocking-bird  in  the  tree-top  is  singing 
His  merry  notes  sound  far  and  near; 

All  nature  seems  to  be  calling 

For  the  sounds  that  she  still  holds  dear. 

The  nightingale  in  the  woodland  is  chirping 
For  the  mate  that  he  loves  so  well ; 

Down  in  the  meadow  the  brook  is  still  babbling, 
The  day  is  fast  bidding  us  farewell. 


The  old  village  church-bell  is  softly  pealing, 
As  the  echoes  fly  away  on  the  breeze ; 

The  dove  in  the  steeple  is  cooing, 

And  his  sounds  never  seem  to  cease. 

In  the  distance  the  daylight  is  waning, 

As  the  shadows  from  the  hillside  draw  near ; 
Soon  the  world  will  be  wrapped  in  slumber, 
With  one  that  we  always  hold  dear. 
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DEDICATED  TO  MY  EMPLOYER  ON  HIS  RETURN 
FROM  THE  SOUTH. 


C.  G.  F.  JORDAN. 


ELCOME,  master,  from  the  South, 
You  have  tarried  long  away; 

Let  us  hope  on  your  return 
You  will  be  content  to  stay. 

Is  it  that  you  tire  of  us 

That  you  now  so  often  roam, 
Who  for  years  contented  were 
To  make  this  your  only  home. 


Flowers  I  send  you,  for  I  know 
You  have  left  them  far  behind ; 
But  they  soon  will  bloom  for  you 
In  your  dear  old  Northern  clime. 
Master,  now  please  be  contented 
With  your  help  to  end  your  days, 
For  we  love  you  truly,  surely, 

Be  content  with  us  to  stay. 


Drear  and  cold  our  months  of  Winter — 
This  much  even  I  must  own; 

But  no  Southern  heart  beats  warmer 
Than  the  hearts  you’ll  find  at  home. 
We  for  years  had  seen  you  seated 
In  the  same  plaec  day  by  day ; 

Then  for  months  that  place  was  vacant, 
And  we  thought  that  you  might  stay. 


Wooed  by  the  soft  winds  of  the  South 
Could  we  hope  for  your  return? 

Still  we  own  you  as  our  master, 

Through  absence  only  could  we  learn 
That  you  could  not  always  be 
With  us  as  in  former  years, 

But  we  heartily  welcome  you 
With  a  hand-clasp  and  a  tear. 
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BY  THE  DIM  FIRELIGHT. 


C.  G.  F.  JORDAN. 


Y  THE  dim  firelight  sat  a  man  of  years, 

As  he  counted  he  numbered  them  fully  fourscore ; 
And  he  thought  of  the  wife  who  had  long  been  dead, 
And  the  children  who  had  gone  to  that  far-off  shore. 


Boys  there  had  been  and  they  numbered  five, 

Girls  there  were  two,  so  he  counted  seven ; 

But  they  died  in  youth  and  were  waiting  him 
With  the  wife  of  years  in  the  realms  of  Heaven. 

“Why  am  I  left  alone  like  this?” 

The  old  man  piped  in  a  childish  way, 

While  into  his  ear  the  whisper  came, 

“For  those  gone  before  you  are  left  to  pray.” 

Then  a  change  came  over  the  aged  face, 

And  the  lips  were  seen  to  move  uneven, 

And  the  features  cleared  from  their  former  gloom, 

He,  too,  was  reaching  the  realms  of  Heaven. 

“Wife,”  he  murmured,  “Til  soon  be  there, 

Children,  I’m  coming,  I’ve  heard  the  call;” 

And  the  listeners  thought  as  he  rambled  on, 

That  his  mind  was  wandering — they  called  him  “Paul.” 

Paul  was  his  name,  and  he  smiled  in  a  way, 

And  murmured,  “Pm  sure  there  were  children  seven,” 

Then  they  closed  his  eyes,  for  he,  too,  had  gone 
To  join  that  group  in  the  realms  of  Heaven. 

We,  too,  may  sit  by  a  firelight  dim, 

And  not  be  blessed  with  a  wife  as  long ; 

But  let  us  not  murmur  against  our  fate, 

If  no  whisper  come  through  the  hurrying  throng. 

To  warn  us  that  our  death  roll  is  called, 

But  let  us  be  ready  and  willing,  even, 

To  part  with  all  this  earth  holds  dear, 

And  we  shall  have  gained  the  realms  of  Heaven. 
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MY  DARLING’S  EMPTY  RINGS. 


JOHN  BROWN  SMITH. 

Y  PULSING  heart  with  happy  thrills  did  lave, 
The  deepest  tendrils  of  my  being  through, 
And  washed  ashore  love’s  joys  in  every  wave 
When  darling  mine  promised  to  be  true  ; 

A  gold  engagement  ring  with  agate  green 
I  placed  upon  the  fingers  of  my  queen. 


At  darling’s  wedding  ring  of  gold  I  gaze, 

I  placed  it  on  her  finger  when  we  wed;, 

It  stirred  within  me  love’s  enchanting  lays, 
Beneath  her  drooping  eyes  her  love  I  read. 
Upon  the  empty  wedding  ring  of  gold 
In  sad  review  doth  pass  my  thoughts  of  old. 


As  year  by  year  the  wheel  of  time  rolled  on, 
She  wore  the  rings  because  a  gift  of  mine ; 
Alas!  my  darling  love  from  me  hath  gone, 
To  wear  immortal  rings  of  Love  Divine. 

I  gaze  upon  her  empty  rings  alone, 

In  grief  I  sigh  because  they’re  not  my  own. 


My  darling’s  empty  rings  to  me  are  dear, 

They  bring  to  mind  the  sweetest  joys  of  life ; 
The  ties  of  love  a  broken  heart  holds  near, 

The  tender  care  and  sympathy  of  wife. 
There’s  only  left  for  me  two  empty  rings, 

Their  story  round  my  saddened  being  clings. 


Of  all  the  griefs  that  blight  the  human  heart, 
Love’s  empty  rings  are  saddest  of  them  all; 
They  crush  the  heart  and  soul  and  rend  apart 
The  dearest  ties  of  love  that  hearts  enthrall; 
In  memory  I’ll  take  her  rings  so  dear, 

To  darling  mine  in  Love’s  Supernal  Sphere. 
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THE  LOVELY  CAPATOLA. 


J.  A.  JARRATT. 


HY  do  you  look  so  sad  and  sweet, 
My  priceless  Capatola? 

Oh!  that  I  could  with  you  meet 
My  lovely  Capatola. 

It  would  be  joy  for  me  to  greet 
The  beautiful  Capatola. 

No  other  name  is  half  so  sweet 
As  the  name  of  Capatola. 


She  is  lovely,  sad  and  meek, 

The  pretty  Capatola ; 

No  other  eyes  are  so  sad  and  sweet, 
As  the  eyes  of  Capatola. 

No  other  heart  would  I  greet 
But  the  heart  of  Capatola. 

Oh,  that  I  could  claim  thee, 

My  dearest  Capatola. 


Oh,  why  cannot  I  with  her  be, 
Whose  name  is  Capatola? 

It  would  be  joy  for  me  to  see 
My  precious  Capatola. 

And  then  forever  with  her  be, 
My  sweet  Capatola, 

And  hear  her  say  “I  love  thee, 
For  I  am  your  Capatola.” 


THE  CHARGE  OF  THE  ROUGH  RIDERS. 


J.  A.  JARRATT. 

CHARGE !  is  the  order  that  is  sent 
Ringing  down  the  lines ; 

The  rough  riders  now  are  bent 
To  rout  the  enemy  that’s  so  fine. 
“On,  on,  my  brave  lads !” 

Their  lieutenant-colonel  cries ; 
“We  have  work  to  do  that  is  sad, 
But  we’ll  rout  the  enemv  or  die.” 


CHORUS. 

“Charge !”  is  the  order  that  is  given, 
Just  at  the  bugle  call ; 

“Rout  the  enemy  from  their  trenches, 
Though  all  of  you  should  fall.” 


Up  San  Juan  hill  now  they  go, 

Taking  but  little  heed 
To  the  destructive  fire  from  their  foe, 

As  on  they  go  at  breakneck  speed. 
Comrades  are  falling  by  their  side, 

But  “Onward !”  is  their  cry ; 

Behind  the  breast-works  the  enemy  hide, 
But  they’ll  rout  them  or  die. 


CHORUS. 

O’er  the  breast-works  now  they  go, 
Right  before  the  enemy’s  faces ; 
They  have  now  routed  the  foe, 

For  they  have  captured  the  trenches. 
The  cry  now  comes  down  the  line, 
“They  run,  they  run,  they  run !” 

Each  survivor  is  now  in  line, 

As  the  battle  has  been  won. 
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OUT  UNDER  THE  SNOW. 


G.  LANE  GARRISON. 


UT  under  the  snow  is  my  darling  tonight, 

Yes,  under  the  drifts  of  the  gathering  snow ; 

Her  cheek  and  her  brow  and  her  hands  are  so  white, 
As  white  as  the  cold,  cold  snow. 

An  angel  came  and  called  her  away, 

Her  spirit  left  its  dwelling  of  clay, 

And  we  lay  her  down  to  sleep  for  aye, 

Out  under  the  cold,  white  snow. 


On  pinions  of  tho’t  do  I  speed  me  tonight, 

To  watch  with  my  darling  out  under  the  snow. 
And  sadly  I  whisper  her  name  and  recite 
The  story  of  all  my  woe. 

In  dreams  again  I  see  her  so  fair— 

Her  lovelit  eyes  and  soft  shining  hair ; 

And  I  fain  would  sleep  beside  her  there, 

Out  under  the  cold,  white  snow. 


The  cold  winds  are  blowing,  the  snow  drifts  so  white, 
All  over  the  bed  where  my  darling  now  sleeps, 
While  here  by  our  desolate  hearth-stone  tonight 
A  heart-broken  mourner  weeps. 

Why  should  I  weep  when  snow-drifts  so  fair 
Shelter  the  beds  of  flowers  most  rare? 

As  a  lily  fair  my  darling  there 
Lies  under  the  sheltering  snow. 


My  lily  shall  bloom  in  the  beautiful  light 

Of  gardens  celestial — yes,  whiter  than  snow, 
The  gardens  of  God  wherein  all  things  so  bright 
And  sweet  and  immortal  grow. 

PH  breathe  again  that  richest  perfume, 

Her  love  and  joy  beyond  the  dark  tomb, 

In  the  glory  land  no  shadows  come, 

Or  ever  the  drifting  snow. 
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A  POSSE  AD  ESSE. 


MARY  MATHEW  STARR. 


IM  future  stands  before  us  now,  and  veils  her  glowing  eyes ; 
So  fair  she  seems  to  eager  youth,  a  fondly  hoped  for  prize ; 

A  prize  for  which  his  utmost  hopes,  his  utmost  efforts  strive, 

A  goal  which  seems  far  distant,  but  at  which  he  can  arrive. 

Future,  tell  us  truly — is  there  hope,  may  we  aspire 

From  the  dim  and  shadowy  possible  to  something  nobler,  higher? 


Is  reality  so  far  away  that  none  may  see  it  gained? 

Oh,  tell  us,  Future,  thou  who  hast  o’er  every  striving  reigned! 

List !  Future  speaks :  “Look  to  the  Past  and  see  what  men  have  done, 
How  those  who  toiled  and  labored  have  a  glorious  victory  won. 
There  are  chances  grand  for  every  youth  to  win  him  honor,  fame, 

To  make  him  great — so  great  that  all  will  thrill  who  speak  his  name. 


Look  onward :  life  by  slow  degrees  the  misty  veil  before, 

And  from  this  land  of  rosy  clouds  to  brightest  sunlight  soar, 

Till  blissful  thought !  you  pause  to  view  the  road  o’er  which  you 
passed ; 

The  hills  of  toil,  that  mountains  seemed,  with  smallest  molehills 
classed. 

How  sweet  will  be  the  joyous  thrill,  how  glad  the  inward  heart! 
Reality  your  own,  your  own,  of  every  being  part. 


So,  far  away,  o’er  hill  and  dale  the  misty  cloud  land  lies, 

Where  first  the  glorious  sunshine  was  reflected  to  your  eyes ; 

Fair,  near  the  road,  as  sweetest  flowers,  your  kind  words  nod  and 
bloom : 

They  cast  aside  from  darkest  hours  their  murky  shade  of  gloom ; 
Your  noble  deeds  stand  firm  and  tall,  with  shading  branch  and  leaf, 
To  mark  with  comfort  cool  and  sweet  the  burning  path  of  grief. 


Ah,  victory’s  all  the  sweeter,  sweeter  still  the  heavenly  gain, 

When  you’ve  helped  a  struggling  brother  o’er  life’s  weary,  rugged 
plain. 

Fair  dreams  of  youth,  be  still  our  star,  our  guiding  angel  here, 

Until  we  stand  within  that  light  where  everything  is  clear. 

Lead  on  and  up,  till  fairest  dreams,  as  stars  before  the  sun, 

Fade  from  our  vision,  seen  no  more,  for  dreams  and  truth  are  one. 
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A  SLEIGH  RIDE. 


MRS.  JENNIE  M'KINSTRY. 

WEETHEART  and  I  a  ride  did  take 
Over  the  ice  and  snow. 

What  merry  music  the  bells  did  make, 
How  fast  the  pony  did  go. 


There  was  no  time  a  story  to  tell 
Of  how  to  me  she  was  most  dear, 
The  story  we  all  know  full  well 
Every  maiden  loves  to  hear. 


Every  time  I  tried  to  take 
My  sweetheart’s  little  hand, 

That  pony  gave  his  head  a  shake, 
As  if  to  say  “You  understand — 


That  I  allow  no  nonsense, 

You  just  take  my  advice 

And  not  make  love  to  the  girls  so  dear, 

While  riding  over  snow  and  ice.” 


Next  time,  you  may  presume 
When  I  that  story  try  to  tell, 

Will  take  the  merry  month  of  June, 
And  tell  that  story  well. 
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THE  GEM. 


E.  DAVEY. 


OWN  deep  in  the  earth 
Away  from  the  light 
A  dull  little  stone  once  lay, 
Till  at  length  ’twas  dragged 
With  the  trembling  soil 
Right  up  to  the  light  of  day. 


It  came  up  wearing 
A  sombre  look, 

No  beauty  it  had  to  show ; 

But  its  journey  through  life, 

And  its  rubs  with  strife 

Made  it  clearer  and  brighter  grow. 


Again  and  again 
Did  the  edge  of  fate 
Cut  deeply  into  its  heart; 
While  many  a  crush 
And  a  headlong  rush, 
Threatened  to  tear  it  apart. 


And  when  at  last 
That  little  stone 

Victorious  came  through  the  fight, 
’Twas  a  sparkling  gem, 

Without  flaw  or  stain, 

’Twas  a  diamond  clear  and  bright. 


And  so  methought 

Would  the  trials  of  life 

Make  our  inmost  souls  to  shine, 

If  we  fought  each  grief 

With  a  firm  belief 

In  the  help  of  a  Power  Divine. 
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FAME. 


MRS.  S.  CADOW. 


AME,  what  is  it  after  all? 
Men  oft  forget  their  manhood 
And  their  God,  striving  to  gain 
The  proffered  good. 


Oft  in  their  haste  for  renown, 

Their  kindness  all  depart 

’Tis  then  that  cherished  friends, 

May  leave  you,  with  broken  heart. 


How  oft  has  emulation  led  a 
Thousand  fools  on,  on  to  fame, 

And  when  they  have  reached  the 
Brilliant  goal,  what  have  they  gained? 


Who  shall  judge  the  successful 
In  the  mighty  march  of  time, 

When  glory  has  been  their  aim,  so  long, 
And  banished  friendship  from  the  mind. 


Whilst  on  the  road  of  life 
They  have  sown  their  own  seeds, 
Which  whether  for  good  or  evil 
Will  be  for  themselves  to  reap. 
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LINES  TO  PAUL  LAURANCE  DUNBAR. 


EVA  CARTER  BUCKNER. 


FOR  a  tongue  to  put  in  words 
The  thoughts  that  lie  so  deep, 

To  tell  thee  how  thy  name  we  love ; 
Our  minds  are  not  asleep. 

But  e’en  the  faithful  pen  has  failed 
To  climb  the  wall  it  oft’  has  scaled. 


Impressions  deep  thy  lines  have  made 
Upon  the  thoughtful  mind ; 

We  read  them  o’er  and  o’er  again 
And  treasures  in  them  find. 

It  is  a  banquet  rich  and  rare 

With  choicest  viands  served  with  care. 


We  laugh,  we  smile,  we  sigh  with  thee 
As  we  devour  thy  food, 

And  find  sweet  solace  at  thy  board 
Suited  to  each  passing  mood. 

The  relishes  so  dainty  and  light 
Give  the  most  fastidious  an  appetite. 


Long  may  thy  life  be  spared,  Dunbar, 
To  wield  the  ready  pen, 

And  when  thy  work  is  finished  here 
May  angels  guard  thee  then ; 

And  bear  thy  spirit  safe  above 
Where  all  is  joy  and  peace  and  love. 
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THE  OLD  HOMESTEAD. 


MRS.  N.  C.  WEST. 


ITH  thoughts  I  have  not  power  to  stay 
J  am  thinking  of  you  “Green  Gables”  today, 
My  clear  old  home  where  I  have  yearned 
For  loved  ones  gone  who  never  returned. 


Where  I  have  spent  many  happy  hours 
Some  in  sunshine,  some  in  showers, 

Where  I  have  loved,  and  where  I  have  prayed 
Often  perplexed,  but  never  dismayed. 


I  can  see  you  still  amidst  the  flowers 
Rambling  about  over  trellis  and  bowers, 
Roses  in  Autumn,  roses  in  June 
Sending  forth  a  delicious  perfume. 


The  peonie  hedge  all  along  the  drives 
A  thing  of  beauty  and  the  pride  of  our  lives ; 

Is  standing  there  yet,  in  the  noontide  and  gloaming 
While  over  the  porches  the  ramblers  are  roaming. 


Oh,  lovely  “Green  Gables,”  the  joy  of  my  heart, 
I  did  not  think  once  we  ever  should  part. 

But  we  wandered  away  to1  another  clime 
There  to  spend  the  remainder  of  time. 


’Til  time -to  me  will  be  no  more 
When  I  shall  pass  on  to  another  shore, 
To  meet  my  Savior  in  realms  above 
Where  all  is  peace  and  joy  and  love. 
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MY  LOVE. 


SARAH  WILLARD  HOWE. 

ESCRIBE  my  love?  Well,  let  me  think, 
Perhaps  I  should  tell  in  half  a  wink; 

But  really  I  can’t  describe  her  true; 

She’s  all  so  beautiful.  But  that  won’t  do? 
Her  eyes. — her  eyes — I  must  confess 
The  color  I  can’t  even  guess; 

They’re  pretty,  though,  and  laugh  the  while, 
What  matter  shade  just  so  they  smile. 

Her  hair  is  dark  and  neatly  coiled ; 

Black  or  brown?  again  I’m  foiled; 

But  what’s  the  color  just  so  the  hair 
Is  soft  and  circles  a  face  so  fair. 

I’ve  stood  with  her  ’neath  moonlit  skies ; 
Therefore,  I  well  do  know  her  size. 

A  small,  soft  hand  I’ve  clasped  in  mine, 
While  trust  within  her  eyes  did  shine. 

Yet  what  can  face  or  figure  mean? 

They  oft  belie  what  they  may  seem. 

’Tis  not  the  form  nor  any  part 
That  draws  this  maiden  to  my  heart; 

But  some  sweet  spirit  in  her  eyes, 

Or  else  around  her  lips  it  lies; 

Not  only  there,  for  every  move 
Some  virtue  or  her  beauty  prove. 

Her  purity  and  love  I  feel, 

As  though  before  a  shrine  I  kneel. 

Describe  my  love?  I  cannot;  no! 

Words  will  not  such  a  picture  show. 
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LINES. 

(Written  on  the  presentation  of  a  pair  of  cuff  buttons.) 


SARAH  WILLARD  HOWE. 
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INKS  are  used  to  bring  together 
-The  two  ends  of  a  cuff; 

And  links  of  love  will  bring  together 
Two  hearts  of  sterner  stuff. 


It  takes  a  pair  of  just  such  links 
To  make  one  gift  like  this ; 

And  so  a  pair  of  lovers  true 
Will  make  one  marriage  bliss. 
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MAKE  LIFE  HAPPY. 


FANNIE  SCOTT  HOUSE. 


UST  a  little  word  of  kindness, 

As  we  pass  along  life’s  road. 

It  will  help  some  struggling  brother 
Who  has  got  a  heavy  load. 


Just  a  little  smile  of  sunshine, 

That  will  help  dispel  the  gloom. 
Of  some  poor,  sad-hearted  mortal, 
Who  has  met  with  sorrow’s  doom. 


Or  perhaps  a  song  of  gladness 
To  some  weary,  weary  one, 

Will  make  life  more  bright  and  happy, 
As  they  journey  to  the  end. 


Summing  up  life’s  pilgrim  journey 
From  the  cradle  to  the  tomb. 

It  is  nothing  more  than  trifles 
Make  it  happy  when  you  can. 
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THE  SNOWFLAKE. 


A.  J.  ANDERSON. 


ALL,  Oh,  fall  lightly,  dear  snowflake, 
And  honor  my  darling’s  grave, 

Heart,  Oh  heart,  Oh  why  did  you  break, 
Oh,  me  so  much  pain  you  gave. 


Refrain  : 

Darling,  your  love  I  compare  with 
The  snow  that  is  falling  in  April, 
Soon  gone  with  its  blessed  merit 
It  saves  and  it  keeps  me  from  peril. 


Fast  and  light,  yet  faster  falling, 
Come,  snow,  and  fall  soft  and  deep, 
That  when  I  am  past  Earth’s  calling 
We  may  rest  in  peaceful  sleep. 


And  not  one,  not  even  my  mother, 
Shall  know  where  her  darling  boy, 
Is  sleeping,  sleeping  with  another 
My  longings  felicity’s  joy. 
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OUiR  PILOT. 


H.  LANG. 

ILDLY  the  gale  was  blowing, 

The  ship  was  on  the  deep, 

And  in  the  frail  barque  resting 
The  Master  lay  asleep. 

Heedless  that  His  disciples 
Were  toiling  might  and  main, 

To  bring  their  storm-tossed  vessel 
Back  to  the  land  again. 


Thus  in  their  fear  they  woke  Him, 
And  He  at  once  arose, 

Rebuked  the  angry  waters, 

And  bade  the  wind  repose. 


So  were  they  calm  and  quiet, 
No  more  the  waves  o’erwhelm, 
Their  barque  rode  on  in  safety, 
For  Christ  was  at  the  helm. 


Likewise  upon  life’s  ocean, 
No  need  for  fear  or  care, 

In  calm  or  in  commotion, 
With  Christ  our  Pilot  there. 
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TO  PHYLLIS. 


VICTOR  ALEXANDER. 


HYLLIS,  my  lady  love, 

List’  to  words  that  would  move 
Harder  than  thou ; 

Hark !  for  a  troubadour 
One  you  dominion  o’er 
Sings  to  you  now. 

I  would  my  life  lay  down 
For  you,  who  love  hast  sown, 
Love  white  as  snow, 

And  this  fond  love  I  give, 

If  you  should  bid  me  live 
You  to  endow. 

Off’rings  of  heart  and  hand 
Not  on  a  shifting  sand 
I  give  to  thee, 

And  love  firm  on  a  rock 
Hardship  and  care  will  mock, 

If  you’re  with  me. 

Breathe  in  nly  list’ning  ear, 
Words  which  I  love  to  hear 
Softly  and  sweet, 

Words  that  with  love  I  sue 
Sweeter  than  honey  dew 
Gently  repeat. 


Now  make  my  life  to  be 
Real — not  a  fantasy 
Worth  having  seen, 
Always  to  have  and  see 
Pure  as  purity 
Phyllis,  my  Queen ! 
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TRAILING  ARBUTUS. 


LUCY  H.  HEATH. 

O  we  not  know  where  they  grew? 
Those  blossoms  so  modest  and  sweet, 
With  luxuriant  leaves  of  green 
Trailing  along  at  our  feet. 


To  the  woods  that  we  love  on  the  hill, 
We  hastened  with  thoughts  unsaid, 
When  the  sun  had  lured  them  forth, 
From  their  dark  and  wintry  bed. 


Sometimes  if  we  looked  with  care 
We  saw  their  sweet  faces  peep, 

Through  needles  of  pine,  brown  and  sere, 
Which  covered  them  warm,  while  asleep. 


They  whispered  of  love  and  hope, 
When  our  thoughts  were  lifted  above, 
The  hope  of  eternal  life, 

The  joy  of  eternal  love. 
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CHRISTIAN  HOPE. 


JENNIE  CLARKE. 
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RE  there  troubles  on  my  way, 
As  I  journey  through  this  land, 
And  my  feet  about  to  stray  ? 
Hope  will  lead  me  by  the  hand. 


Should  woes  my  heart  enthrall 
Friends  not  what  they  seem, 
Fleeing  like  shadows  on  the  wall 
And  love  a  cruel  dream. 


Hope  will  guide  me  thro’  the  night, 
She  will  keep  me  by  her  side, 

Till  my  soul  can  find  the  light, 

And  with  the  Savior  abide. 


When  disappointed,  sad  and  sore 
Let  me  never  show  despair, 

Help  me  to  conceal  it  more  and  more, 
And  trust  Thy  tender  love  and  care. 


When  the  joys  of  life  are  past, 

And  we  gather  on  that  happy  shore, 
May  I  sing  Thy  praise  at  last 
And  love  the  pure  forevermore. 
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WHY  WOMEN  LOVE  THE  FLOWERS. 


JOSEPHINE  LLEWELLYN 


OMEN  clearly  love  the  flowers, 
And  all  Christian  people  know, 

Of  Eve’s  happy  sinless  hours 
Spent  in  Eden  long  ago. 

O,  the  wond’rous  bloom  and  beauty 
Spread  before  her  loving  eyes, 

’Till  she  passed  the  bounds  of  duty, 
And  was  sent  from  Paradise. 


Gorgeous  rainbow  colors  blended 
In  one  mass  of  living  bloom, 

And  where  glow  of  beauty  ended, 
Came  the  sweetness  of  perfume  ; 

But  she  sinned,  misguided  human, 
And  she  broke  the  Lord’s  command, 
And  then  Adam  and  the  woman 
Left  the  garden,  hand  in  hand. 


Adam  was  downcast  and  groaning, 

So  the  ancient  legends  say ; 

And  his  fatal  sin  bemoaning, 

He  went  sadly  on  his  way. 

But  young  Eve  when  she  was  banished, 
Looked  back  then  with  loving  eyes, 

’Till  from  sight  forever  vanished 
The  bright  bloom  of  Paradise. 


As  on  thorny  ways  advancing, 

She  bade  Eden,  her  farewell, 

That  last  look  was  soul-entrancing, 

Charming  Eve  with  beauty’s  spell. 

Still  the  women’s  love  of  beauty, 

Makes  joy  in  this  world  of  ours, 

To  make  home,  like  their  lost  Eden 
Is  why— WOMEN  LOVE  THE  FLOWERS. 
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SWEETHEART. 


MINNIE  DAWSON. 

COME  within  my  arms,  sweetheart, 
Lav  upon  mv  breast ; 

Love  will  keep  thee  free  from  harm, 
Love  will  make  thee  blest. 

Let  me  whisper  in  thine  ear, 

That  to  me  none  is  so  dear. 

Chorus  : 

Sweetheart,  my  own  sweetheart, 
Raise  up  thine  eyes  so  blue ; 

Dear  love,  my  shy  dove, 

To  thee  Til  ever  be  true. 

Fear  not,  my  darling  love, 

This  heart  will  shelter  you. 


Now  while  all  my  love  is  thine 
Sweetheart,  promise  to  be  mine. 
Sweetest  words  when  thou-wilt  say, 
Darling,  I  am  thine. 

Heaven  will  ope’  for  me  that  day, 
Haste,  sweetheart,  those  words  to  sav. 
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WHEN  I  ROCK  MY  BABE  TO  SLEEP. 


MRS.  GEORGE  TRUEITT. 


HEN  the  busy  day  is  ended, 

And  the  evening  shadows  creep ; 

I  can  hear  little  voices  say 
“Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep. 
Mamma,  come  and  rock  your  baby, 
Pm  so  tired  and  sleepy  now,” 

Then  the  toil  and  care  is  forgotten 
As  I  kiss  her  babv  brow. 


So  I  take  my  darling  baby, 

And  I  sing  a  song  so  low  ; 

One  that  mother  sang  to  me, 

In  the  days  of  long  ago. 

Oh,  how  well  do  I  remember 
In  her  lap  I  used  to  creep ; 

When  the  evening  shadows  darkened, 
She  would  rock  her  babe  to  sleep. 


What  a  comfort  ’tis  at  evening, 

When  I  kiss  my  babe  so  sweet ; 

And  can  rock  her  in  the  shadows, 

Of  the  firelight,  at  my  feet. 

And  to  watch  her  little  eyelids, 

Close  in  dreams  and  happy,  sleep, 
When  she  knows  that  mother  watches, 
And  will  rock  her  babe  to  sleep. 
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I  LOVE  YOU. 


C.  S.  CURTIS. 


OME  thoughts  are  on  my  mind  today, 
About  my  future  here, 

What  lies  before  me  in  this  life 
Whether  a  smile  or  a  tear. 

It  may  be  both,  perhaps  it  is, 

It  may  be  many  or  few, 

But,  dearest,  deep  down  in  my  heart 
There  is  a  love  for  you. 


That  love  sometimes  my  heart  o’erflows 
As  I  my  vigils  keep, 

In  ceaseless  bliss,  the  nights  roll  on 
Leaving  world  in  sleep. 

While  stars  bedeck  the  sky  above 
And  visions  bright  I  see, 

Whether  in  dreamland  or  awake, 

My  thoughts  are  all  of  thee. 

If  I  possessed  the  fame  of  earth, 

With  grandeurs  all  complete, 

I’d  bring  my  trophies  one  and  all, 

And  lay  them  at  your  feet. 

Of  fame  and  fortune  I  have  none, 

Nor  stately  mansion  fine, 

But  a  heart  that  beats  with  love  and  truth 
In  mem’ry’s  golden  shrine. 


So,  pray  excuse  me  now,  fair  maid, 
While  mem’ry  serves  you  well, 

With  a  secret  hidden  in  my  heart, 

I  come  to  you  to  tell. 

As  the  days  are  gliding  swiftly  by, 
And  Heaven  smiles  above  you, 

Three  sweeter  words  can  ne’er  be  said, 
’Tis  only  these,  “I  love  you.” 


LOVE’S  VISION. 


w.  j.  FOWLER. 
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SEE  her  in  her  childhood  hour, 
Joyous  and  gay  in  garden’s  bower, 

I  see  her  in  the  days  of  youth. 

Abound  in  life,  in  love,  in  truth. 

I  see  her  at  her  womanhood, 

A  being  beautiful  and  good, 

I  see  her  on  her  marriage  day, 

The  soul  of  beauty  glide  away. 

I  see  her  in  the  home  of  love, 

Where  two  lives  blend  as  from  above, 
I  see  her  as  a  mother  now, 

And  love’s  light  beams  upon  her  brow. 
I  see  her  when  her  silvered  hair, 
Bespeaks  her  life  of  love  and  care, 

I  see  her  ere  her  spirit  flies, 

To  heavenly  mansions  in  the  skies. 


Life’s  vision  past,  I  see  no  more 
Until  upon  the  golden  shore, 

I  see  her  stand  amid  the  throng 
Of  saints,  who  sing  the  new,  new  song ; 
Whose  robes  resplendent  now  in  light, 
Were  washed  in  blood  and  shine  so  bright, 
There  love  unending  fills  each  hour 
And  speaks  the  Saviour’s  dying  power. 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


234 


PARTED. 


MRS.  JENNIE  THOM. 
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AM  thinking  of  you,  darling, 

And  living  o’er  again, 

Those  happy  days  of  long  ago 
When  my  heart  was  free  from  pain. 


I  dream  of  you,  my  darling, 

And  the  days  of  youth  gone  by, 

For  love’s  sweet  dream  will  dwell  in  my  heart 
Till  we  meet  beyond  the  sky. 


Along  the  path  of  love  so  fair 
Each  flower  has  drooped  its  head, 
The  roses  all  are  withered 
And  among  the  thorns  T  tread. 


Sometimes  in  my  dreams  you  come, 

And  sit  beside  me  here, 

With  the  love-light  beaming  in  your  eyes 
And  I  feel  thy  soul  is  near. 


Again  my  soul  with  rapture  thrills, 

As  you  clasp  me  to  your  heart, 

And  I  feel  your  warm  lips  pressed  to  mine, 
As  when  you  and  I  did  part. 
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THE  BIRD’S  FAREWELL. 


ERNEST  WILLIAM  WHITE. 


HE  leaves  are  fastly  falling, 

Their  colors  red  and  gold ; 

The  Summer  is  waning,  all  nature’s  complaining, 
The  flowers  are  faded  and  old. 

In  the  fields  the  golden  grain  is  calling, 

For  the  reaper  to  gather  its  store  ; 

For  Winter  is  nigh,  the  birds  seem  to  sigh : 

We  must  go  to  the  Southland  once  more. 

To  the  land  of  sunshine,  and  of  flowers 
Where  we  can  rebuild  our  nests  in  leafv  bowers. 


Let  us  sing  our  farewell  to  the  forests, 

Bid  the  murmuring  brook  a  good-bye ; 

Tell  all  the  broad  fields  how  a  sadness  steals, 
O’er  our  spirits,  as  the  parting  draws  nigh. 

It  seems  but  a  day  since  we  came, 

Then  all  nature  was  happy  to  meet  us, 

Now  soon  we  must  part  again, 

They  had  hardly  time  to  greet  us. 

Perhaps  we  may  soon  come  again, 

Who  knows  ?  Who  can  the  future  explain  ? 


So  it  is  with  our  life  in  its  Spring 
With  our  minds  on  today,  not  tomorrow  * 

No  thoughts  of  what  the  future  Summer  may  bring, 
Be  it  happiness,  or  sorrow. 

But  when  cometh  life’s  Winter,  cold  and  bare. 

And  the  silver  creepeth  unto  our  hair, 

We,  too,  like  the  birds,  have  a  Southland  fair, 

Where  all  is  sunshine,  rich  and  rare. 

The  land  of  all,  who  for  the  right  do  dare. 

And,  there  is  no  Winter  there. 
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LOVE’S  PHOTOGRAPH. 


REV.  EDWARD  BARBER. 


/ANOTHER  year  has  gone,  like  dreams  they  go, 
)vt,Tho’  all  surcharged  with  joy  and  woe; 

And  but  a  few  short  days  we  wait 
Thy  blessed  birth  to  celebrate. 

God  only  knows  the  end, 

But  mighty  Faith  the  rudder  holds 
While  buoyant  Hope  the  sail  unfolds, 

And  deathless  Love  his  love-song  sings, 

And  once  again  a'  tribute  brings 
UintO'  his  dearest  friend. 

Immortal  love  can  never  fail 

Though  rough  the  sea  and  strong  the  gale. 


A  photograph !  one  more  I  find — 
May  I  be  pictured  in  your  mind ! 
This  with  my  heart,  to  thee  I  send — 

A  token  from  thy  dearest  friend — 
Another  Cupid’s  dart ! 

My  likeness !  Would  it  were  but  me 
To  stay  always  alone  with  thee ; 

To  feel  thy  joys;  thy  sorrows  share; 
But  this  I  ask,  that  thou  wilt  bear 
My  image  on  thy  heart. 

For  love  alone  will  banish  fears, 
While  smiles  atone  for  all  our  tears. 
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THE  CLOUDLESS  VISION. 


REV.  EDWARD  BARBER. 

ENEATH  a  somber  cloud  of  sin, 

All  night  I  strove  in  vain  to  win ; 

In  dire  despair  I  beat  the  air 
For  the  seal  of  fate  seemed  set. 

But  blindly  yet  again  I  fought, 

And  in  the  gloom  for  God  I  sought, 

From  my  disgrace  God  hid  his  face; 

And  the  night  grew  darker  yet. 

On,  up,  I  climbed  into  the  mist, 

Which  all  my  struggles  did  resist ; 

Yet  in  the  night  I  saw  the  light, 

Tho’  indeed,  a  slender  ray. 

My  steps  were  slow,  my  strength  near  gone, 
But,  spurred  by  hope  I  stumbled  on, 

Passed  thro’  the  cloud  which  seemed  a  shroud 
And  beheld  the  break  of  day. 

Upon  the  mountain-crest  I  stand, 

Obedient  to  my  Lord’s  command, 

Like  ships  remote  the  sin-clouds  float, 

Far  above  all  storms  I  dwell. 

God’s  radiant  glory  now  I  see, 

And  Christ  is  all  in  all  to  me. 

The  cloud-veiled  past  is  dead  at  last, 

And  I  know  that  all  is  well. 


WYOMING  LAND. 


GERTRUDE  EMERY. 


HE  snow  is  on  the  mountains, 
The  valleys  below  are  green ; 
The  river  gently  wends  its  way 
Down  a  narrow,  dark  ravine. 


The  sun  is  in  the  West 
Sinking  with  purple  hue, 
Peaceful  seems  the  shadows 
As  they  come  and  go. 


The  rocks  far  in  the  distance 
Gleam  with  rugged  glow, 
Below  the  water  is  glistening 
O'er  the  rocks  so  slow. 


Turn  and  look  in  the  distance, 
There  is  the  wide  spreading  plain, 
Hundreds  of  miles  of  sage  brush. 
Before  the  hills  come  again. 


Now  the  sun  has  vanished, 

Now  the  sky  is  gold, 

Wyoming  land,  how  we  love  her, 
May  she  never  grow  old. 
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AN  ANGEL  BABE. 


CARRIE  E.  CRUMBE. 


‘‘God  Giveth  and  He  Taketh  Away.” 


E  gave  to  me  a  treasure,  one  fair  bright  day  in  May, 

A  treasure  to  caress  and  love,  and  cherish  day  by  day, 

The  darling  little  treasure,  what  happiness,  what  joy 
That  came  to  me  in  days  that’s  passed,  my  precious  angel  boy. 


But  now  my  heart  is  Oh !  so  sad,  those  blissful  days  are  o’er, 
Since  God  has  taken  the  gift  he  gave,  to  his  home  on  the 
other  shore, 

But  why  should  I  mourn  when  he  is  where  all  is  love, 

When  I  know  my  darling  is  happy  in  Heaven  above. 


Oh,  what  comfort  it  gives  me  as  these  thoughts  flash  through 
my  brain 

That  my  baby’s  an  angel  in  Heaven,  free  from  sorrow  and 
pain, 

Then  why  should  I  mourn  when  I  know  that  my  babe  is  at 
rest ; 

Is  it  because  I  loved  him  so,  this  thought  is  the  best. 


But  God  loved  him,  too,  and  He  took  him  away 
To  live  with  Him  in  the  glories  of  Heaven  for  aye, 
Safe  in  the  arms  of  Jesus,  free  from  all  care  and  pain, 
Never  again  to  suffer,  never,  no  never  again. 
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IS  LIFE  WORTH  LIVING? 


MRS.  L.  PACKER. 
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S  life  worth  living,  when  the  ones  we  love  the  best, 

Have  gone  from  earth  forever  and  in  the  grave  doth  rest  ? 
When  life  has  lost  its  brightness,  and  your  heart  lies  in  the 
tomb, 

Is  life  worth  living  in  the  shadow  and  the  gloom  ? 


Is  life  worth  living  when  the  voice  you  loved  is  still, 

And  the  merry  laughter,  that  once  your  heart  would  thrill, 
Is  silent  now  forever,  you  will  hear  its  ring  no  more, 

Is  life  worth  living  as  in  the  days  of  yore  ? 


Is  life  worth  living  when  the  hand  that  once  caressed, 

Is  folded  now  in  peace  upon  the  tender  loving  breast? 

The  hand  that  lingered  tenderly  to  soothe  your  troubled  brow, 
Is  life  worth  living ;  it  was,  but  is  not  now. 
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POST  TENEBRAS  LUX. 


SARAH  BOSWORTH  CAMPBELL. 


HOUGH  the  clouds  hang  darkly  o’er  me, 
Still  my  soul  will  not  despair, 

Though  I  cannot  see  before  me, 

Yet  a  loving  voice  I  hear, 

Saying  “fear  not !  ‘  still  press  onward, 
Walk  by  faith  and  not  by  sight; 

Though  the  darkness  now  surrounds  thee, 
After  darkness  will  be  light.” 


In  the  night  of  deepest  sorrow 
I  must  look  from  earth’s  decay, 

To  the  land  where  daylight  dawneth, 
And  the  shadows  flee  away. 

For  the  loved  have  gone  before  me, 
They  have  passed  the  gates  so  bright, 
Thev  are  free  from  pain  and  ansruish, 
After  darkness  in  the  light. 


In  the  vale  of  death’s  dim  shadow, 
Soon  my  weary  feet  must  stand, 
But  I  do  not  dread  the  darkness, 
Jesus  there  will  take  my  hand. 

He  will  lead  me  gently  onward 
Upward  from  the  valley’s  night ; 

In  the  glories  of  that  morning 
Will  be  everlasting  light. 


.  AWAKENED  LOVE. 


E.  LUCILE  REHFUSS. 

H,  what  is  this  that  has  come  to  me? 

Oh,  why  does  it  seem  so  long  to  wait? 

The  world  has  changed  since  yesterday 
When  we  parted,  by  the  garden  gate. 

The  sky  is  more  blue,  the  woods  more  green, 

The  flowers  more  bright,  the  birds  more  gay ; 
And  the  brook  that  babbles  by  at  my  feet 
Is  singing  a  glad,  Hew  song  today. 

CHORUS. 

Oh !  it  must  be  love  that  stirs  my  soul, 

That  with  sweet  gladness  fills  my  heart, 

And  turns  my  every  thought  to  you, 

The  world  has  changed  since  we  did  part. 


I  don't  recall  just  the  words  that  you  said; 

The  world  seemed  to  change,  all  was  a  maze ; 

I  lingered  and  listened,  ’twas  like  a  dream, 

And  my  soul  awoke  to  your  steadfast  gaze. 
Something  awoke  at  the  touch  of  your  hand — 

You  brought  it  to  life,  tho’  it  dwells  in  my  heart. 
It  is  longing  for  you,  and  is  calling  for  you, 

The  world  has  changed  since  we  did  part. 

CHORUS. 

Oh !  it  must  be  love  that  stirs  my  soul, 

That  with  sweet -gladness  fills  my  heart. 

And  turns  my  every  thought  to  you ; 

The  world  has  changed  since  we  did  part. 
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THE  WILLOW  TREE  BY  THE  SPRING. 


CARL  G.  ALBRIGHT. 


HERE  is  a  place  I  long  to  see 
Once  again  before  I  die, 

And  at  that  place  I’d  rather  be 
Than  any  beneath  the  sky; 

It  makes  no  difference  where  I  roam, 
My  memory  will  always  cling 
To  a  little  spot  where  stood  our  home. 
Near  the  willow  tree  by  the  spring. 


Oh,  the  old  willow  tree  by  the  spring ! 

Many  times  I’ve  sat  in  its  shade; 
And  how  my  young  voice  used  to  ring 
As  beneath  its  branches  1  played ! 

I  think  a  lot  of  that  old  willow  tree. 

That  is  why  I  sing  its  praise ; 

For  it  seemed  to  be  a  friend  to  me 
In  my  childhood’s  happy  days. 


If  I  could  be  a  child  once  more, 

’Twould  fill  my  heart  with  joy 
To  go  to  school  as  I’ve  done  before 
When  I  used  to  be  a  boy ; 

Then  when  I’d  get  home  from  school 
I  would  go  and  take  a  swing 
On  the  rope  that  hung  in  breezes  cool, 
’Neath  the  willow  tree  bv  the  spring. 


Many  a  time,  when  I  felt  sad. 

To  that  willow  tree  I  went ; 

It  always  seemed  to  make  me  glad 
When  there  my  time  I  spent. 

But  now  that  I  am  far  away, 

Of  it  I  will  always  sing, 

And  live  in  hopes  to  go  back  some  day 
To  the  willow  tree  by  the  spring. 
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MEET  ME  AT  HEAVEN'S  GATE. 


ELLA  BARTON  WHITTIER. 


!  E  will  walk  no  more  together,  among  earth’s  trees  and  flowers ; 
For  you  have  gone,  my  darling,  to  roam  ’mong  Heaven’s  bowers, 
And  SO'  we’ll  walk  together,  no  more  upon  this  shore, 

But  I  will  come  to  meet  yon,  and  then  we’ll  part  no  more. 


CHORUS. 

Meet  me  at  the  Gate,  meet  me  at  the  Gate, 
Meet  me  at  Heaven’s  Gate; 

When  my  spirit  comes  to  find  you, 

Meet  me  at  Heaven’s  Gate. 


Sweet  were  the  joys  we  tasted,  fair  was  our  love  dream, 

While  here  we  sailed  together,  adown  life’s  placid  stream ; 

We  felt  that  naught  could  sever  our  vows  so  sweet  and  true, 
But  Death,  so  soft  and  gently,  laid  his  hand,  my  love,  on  you. 


All  earth  seems  drear  and  lonely  since  you  went  away ; 

The  stars  shine  not  so  brightly,  the  birds  sing  not  so  gay ; 
Yet  I  catch  beyond  the  shadows  a  glimpse  of  that  fair  shore, 
And  I  will  come,  my  darling,  and  then  we’ll  part  no  more. 
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DESTINY. 


JESSIE.  LANGDON  PECK. 


P  through  the  world  in  the  pride  of  youth  I  came, 
And  found  the  gate  which  few  may  pass. 

The  keeper  bowed,  nor  waited  e’en  to  ask  my  name, 
But  opened  wide  the  gates  and  bade  me  pass. 


But  I  said,  “There  is  time,”  and  laughed ; 

He  smiled,  and  slowly  closed  the  gates. 

The  proffered  wine,  the  world  distills,  I  stopped  and  quaffed, 
Learned  the  old  lesson  of  life’s  loves  and  hates. 


To  the  guarded  gates  which  few  may  pass, 
Came  young  and  old  and  middle  aged ; 

The  keeper  shook  his  head,  they  could  not  pass, 
I  stood  and  watched  them  as  they  raged. 


Then  I  came  again  to  the  gate  which  few  may  pass. 

They  said,  “He  is  too  late,”  but  I  laughed,  saying,  “There 
is  time.” 

The  keeper  opened  wide  the  gates  and  bade  me  pass ; 

I  entered,  clasping  close  the  hand  of  destiny  in  mine. 
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CHRISTMAS  AT  SLONNIKER’S. 


RICHARD  SCR  ACE. 


IMES  had  been  dull  in  camp. 

An’  way  back,  quite  a  spell. 

Snow  higher  up  lied  swelled  the  runs, 
An’  placers  didn’t  pan  out  well. 


Seemed  like  luck  was  played  out. 

Frizzled  down,  an’  run  through  the  chinks ; 

An’  when  some  fellow  said  as  ’twas  Xmas  Eve, 
Nary  one  yelled  “Set  up  the  drinks.” 

Pretty  soon  the  stage  rattled  in. 

An’  Jake  looked  out,  same’s  he  did 
Every  night ;  but  you  bet  we  all  jumped 

When  he  said,  “Boys,  there’s  a  woman  and  a  kid. 


My !  she  was  thin  and  pale. 

And  an  anxious  look  in  her  eye  ; 

“No  one  to  meet  her?”  The  letter  had  missed 
(I  was  scared  she  was  goin’  to  cry). 

Jack  was  fur  telling  her  there 
Of  the  accident,  but  I  knew 
Enough  to  stop  him  an’  change  his  tune ; 

(If  she  heard  in  the  morning  ’twould  do). 

I  don't  know  who  started  the  plan 
Of  a  bloomin'  Christmas  tree ! 

But  we  weren’t  long  getting  to  Slonniker's, 

Where  the  show  was  goin'  to  be. 

.  \ 

Fur  it  was  jest  like  this : 

Seeing  the  boy,  and  his  lip 
Quivering  at  the  strange  faces.  Well, 

That  tre;e  hed  to  be  the  whole  tip. 

More  gold  dust  went  in  the  hat 
Than  anything  else,  but  Ah  Lee 
Had  some  ivory  toys  an’  a  shawl  or  two — 

Gold,  and  all,  it  went  on  the  tree. 
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An’  shootin’  irons,  ivory  mounted — 

These  was  from  old  man  Slater. 

“To  cut  his  teeth  on/’  he  said,  “or  mebbe 
They’d  come  in  handy,  later.” 

We  got  it  rigged  at  last, 

AiT  drew  lots,  who’d  show  her  in ; 

London  Charlie — well,  he’d  always  luck, 

An’  women  took  to  him. 

Then  we  all  stood  to  one  side, 

So’s  the  kid  could  take  in  the  sight ; 

There  was  two  chandyleers  at  Slonniker’s, 

An’  every  lamp  was  alight. 

The  boy  gave  a  sorter  laugh, 

An’  looked  at  his  maw,  but  she 

Got  as  fur  as  “Thank” — then  her  eyes 
Said  the  rest — at  least  fur  me. 

Then — if  she  didn’t  start  a  tune ! 

An’  her  voice  had  a  curious  ring ; 

Something  ’bout  “It  came  upon  the  midnight  clear,” 
An’  “To  hear  the  Angels  sing.” 

Well,  sir!  London  Charlie  stood 
Like  a  stone,  till  she  hed  done, 

Then  he  kissed  her  hand  (oh,  he  was  a  swell), 

An'  we  stepped  out,  one  by  one. 

We  loafed  considerably  next  day, 

An’  there  was  a  run  on  ink ; 

(Strange,  how  music  brings  back  old  times, 

An’  make's  you  stop  an’  think). 
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PREACH  ME  THE  DEAR  OLD  GOSPEL. 


FLORENCE  L.  BURPEE. 


REACH  me  the  dear  old  gospel, 

When  you  fear  I  am  wandering  away, 
For  the  world  is  full  of  allurements, 

And  even  the  strongest  may  stray ; 

I  am  weakest  of  those  who  love  Him, 
But  the  tempter  I  do  not  fear, 

When  you  tell  of  One  who  was  tempted, 
Of  the  Friend  who  is  ever  near. 


Preach  me  the  dear  old  gospel, 

In  words  that  are  simple  and  plain ; 

I  care  not  for  the  creed  of  the  preacher, 
His  age,  his  dress,  or  his  name 
If  he  follows  and  preaches  the  Master, 
For  the  hour  is  getting  late, 

And  many  a  creed  has  entered 
By  the  same  little  wicket  gate. 


I  have  listened  to  eloquent  sermons. 

By  men  who  were  learned  and  tried, 
Who  understood  Greek  and  Hebrew, 
And  have  traveled  far  and  wide ; 

But  the  Savior  they  did  not  mention, 
And  I  longed  to  tell  them  then 
That  only  the  same  old  gospel 

Would  now  reach  the  hearts  of  men. 


Preach  me  the  dear  old  gospel, 

For  the  time  will  not  be  long, 
Between  sowing  the  seed  with  weeping, 
And  the  glad,  sweet  harvest  song. 
Yes,  preach  me  the  dear  old  gospel, 
That  same  sweet  story  of  old, 

Of  Jesus  who  lives  and  guides  me 
To  that  city  with  gates  of  gold. 


MY  NORTH  DAKOTA  HOME. 


SARAH  J.  WOODS.  , 


7tr  HE  busy  day  was  over  and  all  was  calm  and  still, 

The  great  red  moon  was  rising  over  the  Eastern  hill ; 

South  and  East  were  fields  of  wheat,  half  cut  was  the  golden  grain, 
And  the  sight  to  me  was  pleasing,  for  our  labor  was  not  in  vain. 

For  shocks  were  standing  here  and  there,  some  sheaves  lay  in  rows, 
And  the  hammock  under  the  poplar  trees  was  swinging  to  and  fro. 


The  great  moon  rose  slowly,  shedding  beauty  o’er  the  land, 

Sweet  notes  of  music  float  to  me,  played  by  the  Lankin  band ; 
The  garden  North,  the  barn  West,  the  colts  all  standing  near — 
Topsey,  Maud  and  Lucy,  whom  the  children  all  love  so  dear; 
Apples,  plums  and  cherries  all  standing  in  these  rows, 

And  the  shadows  linger  where  sweet-peas  and  pansies  grow. 


The  moon  shone  on  the  little  stream  that  gently  rippled  through 
The  willows,  bending  their  graceful  boughs  and  leaves  wet  with  dew ; 
Every  spot  has  memories  dear  as  I  look  this  old  farm  over — 

The  walk,  the  gate,  the  garden  fence  with  vines  trailing  o’er. 

It  never  sheltered  hero  of  the  war,  or  statesman  of  great  fame, 

It’s  just  a  simple  country  home,  and  Woodlawn  is  its  name. 


250 


GEMS.  OF  POESY 


THE  COWBOYS  VIGIL. 


HENRY  WALLINGFORD  BROOKS. 


DANDELION  !  Bright  dandelion  !  White  dandelion  ! 
VJP'  The  flower  of  the  field  where  my  childmates  roam’d. 
With  his  cushion  of  gold  to  each  cheek  we  would  hold 
And  joyously  sport  in  the  hue  that  was  cast; 

Was  it  wealth  for  old  age,  or  the  wit  of  the  sage, 

Or  a  true-love  and  sweet  that  would  hold  our  hearts  fast ; 
Was  it  butter  and  cream  that  would  make  up  life’s  dream, 
Or  poverty’s  sorrows  that  would  find  us  at  last? 

Then  merrily  racing,  like  sunbeams  a-chasing 
Late  fairies  away  from  the  flowers, 

We’d  haste  to  the  woodland  and  there  weave  with  good  hand 
The  branches  in  fairv-like  bowers.  • 


Now  that  form  once  so  bright  has  grown  tall  and  so  white. 
With  darts  by  the  fairies  shot  down  from  the  sky ; 

All  so  gently  we  place  a  white  ball  to  each  face, 

And  force  with  our  breath  the  wing’d  arrows  to  fly. 

Then  we  tell  as  our  own  all  the  shafts  yet  unflown. 

As  years  ere  a  wife  or  a  husband  we  tie. 

Then  gleefully  dancing,  like  elf  steeds  a-prancing, 

Across  the  green  meadows  we  flee, 

And  glean  from  the  clear  brook  wild  cress  for  our  dear  cook 
To  make  us  cream  salad  for  tea. 


But  those  flowers  are  all  strewn,  and  my  childmates  have  flown 
As  scatter’d  our  breath  the  white  plumes  on  the  air ; 

The  dark  king  of  the  shade  has  laid  low  with  his  blade 
Many  forms  that  once  flit  thro’  those  meadows  so  fair. 

O !  how  sweetly  they  rest  ’mid  bright  flowers  more  blest. 

While  I,  in  a  strange  land,  go  toiling  with  care ! 

But  here  where  I’m  lying  with  wild  coyotes  prying 
.About  my  lone  couch  ’neath  the  blue. 

Comes  far-away  singing  and  child  voices  ringing 
From  fields  where  the  dandelion  grew. 


I  WONDER  IF  WE’LL  EVER  MEET  AGAIN. 


JOHN  KNOWER  II OUSEL. 

'HE  sun  has  set  and  disappeared  from  view,  dear, 

'  The  darkness  of  the  night  now  coming  on  ; 

But  I  stand  here  all  alone  and  think  of  you,  dear. 

And  of  the  happy  days  now  gone. 

The  world  seems  sad.  I’m  dreaming  of  you  only, 

And  the  pale  moon  seems  to  chill  me  to  the  heart ; 

The  hooting  owl  makes  me  feel  so  lonely, 

I  am  sad,  dear  girl,  since  we  have  been  apart. 

CHORUS. 

1  wonder  if  we’ll  ever  meet  again,  dear. 

You  may  lie  many,  many  miles  away ; 

Those  harsh  words  spoken  once  have  caused  some  pain,  dear. 
Eve  been  so  sad  and  lonely  since  that  day : 

T  wonder  if  we’ll  ever  meet  again,  dear, 

I  wonder  if  we’ll  ever  meet  again. 


A  passing  cloud  above  me  casts  a  shadow, 

The  flowers  droop  their  heads,  they  miss  you,  too, 
And  the  dismal  croak  of  frogs  down  in  the  meadow 
Makes  me  sad  when  I’m  far  away  from  you. 

The  stars  shine  coldly  in  the  sky  above  me. 

And  the  night  wind  blows  around  me  listlessly ; 

I  can  ne’er  forget  the  day  you  said  you’d  love  me. 

But  your  dear,  sweet  face  perhaps  Ell  no  more  see. 
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IN  THE  SHADOW  OF  THE  MAPLES. 


E.  E.  J AGGERS. 


3N  THE  shadow  of  the  maples  there’s  a  home  I  love  so  well, 
Where  I  love  to  sit  and  listen  to  the  songbirds  in  the  dell. 
Ev’ry  echo  of  their  voices  seems  to  cast  o’er  me  a  spell ; 

How  oft  there  have  I  lingered  when  the  shadows  of  evening  fell ! 


There’s  a  spot  upon  this  earth, 

It’s  the  home  of  my  birth. 

It’s  the  place  that  I  long  so  much  to  see ! 
And  like  the  birds  of  the  air 
I  long  to  be  there, 

And  sing  in  the  shade  of  the  maple  tree. 


When  the  sun  was  going  down,  and  life’s  vision  seemed  a  dream, 
Then  I  left  my  dear  old  home  standing  ’mid  the  maples  green. 

I  bade  bood-bye  to  mother  and  my  dear  old  home, 

Out  in  this  wide  world  for  a  fortune  to  roam. 


There’s  one  thing  I’ll  ever  cherish,  as  the  seasons  come  and  go — 
My  boyhood’s  happy  home,  I’ll  ever  love  it  so ! 

Do  they  miss  me  at  home  since  their  bov  has  gone  away? 

Just  tell  them  I  said  I’d  be  home  some  day. 
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ABSENT  TREATMENT. 


ALICE  WELLS. 


'fir  HE  daisies  and  the  daffodils  were  blooming  white  and  gold, 
^''The  lovely  park  was  filled  with  pleasure  seekers  young  and  old. 
A  man  came  in,  “Oh,  what  is  that !”  the  youngsters  cried  in  glee, 
“A  man  with  three  legs,”  some  one  said,  “Oh,  no,  how  can  it  be?” 


“Hello,  old  duffer,  who  are  you,  hop-toad?”  a  small  boy  yelled, 
And  dancing  ’round  him  on  the  grass  high  carnival  they  held ; 
He  brushed  away  the  tears  that  rushed  unbidden  to  his  eyes, 
And  to  the  crowd  he  told  his  story,  interspersed  with  sighs. 


“I  was  a  Union  soldier  in  the  war  of  sixty-one, 

Like  others  I  rejoiced  to  be  the  man  behind  the  gun; 

We  passed  thro’  scenes  of  carnage,  battle-fields  were  strewn  with 
dead, 

I  lost  a  leg,  but  lived  to  know  the  enemy  had  fled. 


“The  ground  was  drenched  with  blood  that  flowed  in  crimson  streams 
so  bright, 

But  soon  fair  Liberty  came  into  view  with  all  her  light  ; 

When  Peace  had  settled  o’er  the  land  and  brooded  like  a  dove, 

W e  heard  of  one  whose  mighty  deeds  were  prompted  by  his  love. 


“He  merely  had  to  think,  and  broken  bones  would  knit  anew, 
And  on  the  poor  unfortunates  new  legs  and  arms  soon  grew. 
All  could  be  healed,  no  matter  how  far  distant  they  might  be, 
He  had  a  very  powerful  mind,  and  tried  his  skill  on  me. 


“He  thought  so  hard  that  two  legs  grew  where  he  expected  one ; 
Now  taunts  and  jeers  and  jibes  are  mine  from  dawn  till  set  of  sun.” 
Then  with  a  cry,  and  arms  outstretched,  as  though  his  friends  to 
greet, 

With  broken  heart  the  poor  old  soldier  fell  dead  at  their  feet. 


SONG  OF  GIRLHOOD  DAYS. 


SALLIE  RYNERSON. 


H,  lovely  is  the  trembling  dew 
Upon  the  May-time  rose ; 

And  sweet  are  violet  beds  of  bine 
The  South  wind  gently  blows. 


Oh,  graceful  is  the  lily  fair, 
Bedecked  in  snowy  white ; 

And  brightly  beams  the  vesper  star 
Upon  the  brow  of  night. 


Oh,  soft  the  moon  beams  in  the  grove. 

The  rainbow  after  storm ; 

And  sweet  the  voice  of  those  we  love, 
And  friendship’s  angel  form. 


But  not  beneath  the  shining  sun, 
That  gilds  earth’s  weary  ways. 
Is  anything  more  sweet  and  fair 
Than  girlhood’s  happy  days. 


But  they  are  passing  swiftly-  by, 

And  woman,  loved,  is  dawning ; 
Be  high  and  pure  in  heart  and  soul 
As  stars  that  gem  the  morning ! 
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LANDSCAPE. 


MRS.  A.  E.  MILTON  MURRAY. 

HE  beautiful  landscape  in  the  distance  I  see, 
Of  all  nature  it  is  most  delightful  to  me. 

Its  beauty  and  grandeur  is  sublime  to  behold. 
When  nature  its  many  choice  treasuries  unfold. 


The  lofty  trees  are  gracefully  scattered  around. 
Reminding  us  of  beautiful  Indian  mounds ; 

And  the  many  hills  are  covered  with  spots  of  green. 
Here  and  there  many  beautiful  flowers  are  seen. 


In  the  many  fertile  valleys  by  the  hillside. 

Numerous  little  rivulets  steadily  glide. 

The  lazy  herds  are  grazing  slowly  on  the  hill, 

While  the  dewdrops  on  the  green  grass  are  sparkling  still. 


In  the  broad  and  rich  meadow  is  the  growing  grain. 
Made  the  more  beautiful  by  the  refreshing  rain. 
Bordering  the  broad  meadow  a  river  I  see. 

Calmly  winding  its  way  toward  the  great  blue  sea. 


The  little  birds  in  the  trees  are  sweetly  singing, 
With  their  melodious  songs  the  hills  are  ringing. 
A  gentle  summer  breeze  over  all  is  blowing, 
And  its  blessing  o’er  all  nature  is  bestowing. 
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REST,  WEARY  HEART. 


MABEL  WILDE. 


EST,  weary  heart!  thine  hours  of  toil  are  ended, 

^SS\  The  evening  shadows  softly  thee  enfold. 

The  day  is  past,  the  sun  is  slowly  sinking  in  clouds  of  gold. 
The  stars,  God's  sentinels,  their  posts  are  taking 
O’er  all  the  slumb’ring  earth  their  watch  to  keep; 

The  wind’s  soft  sound  a  lullaby  is  making — 

Sleep,  sweetly  sleep. 


REFRAIN. 

Rest !  my  beloved,  see !  the  shadows  lengthen, 
Slowly  the  sun  is  fading  from  our  sight; 

A  dreamless  sleep  thy  tired  form  shall  strengthen, 
Dear  heart,  good-night ! 


Rest,  weary  heart !  and  tho’  earth’s  trials  oppress  thee, 

Let  this  sweet  promise  be  thy  spirit’s  balm; 

I  will  be  ever  near  to  guard  and  bless  thee  thro’  storm  and  calm. 
Should  pain  and  sickness  be  thy  nightly  portion, 

And  weary  languor  follow  in  their  train, 

Take  courage !  He  who  conquered  death,  beloved, 

Can  conquer  pain. 


REFRAIN. 

Then  lean  thy  weary  head  upon  His  bosom, 

Nor  let  one  lingering  doubt  thy  soul  dismay; 

When  His  sweet  voice  shall  softly  whisper  “Slumber !” 
Thou  cansfe  obey. 

His  love  and  His  compassion  fail  thee  never, 

His  calm  repose  thy  weary  eyelids  steep, 

And  peace  shall  fall  on  thee,  for  so  He  giveth 
His  loved  ones  sleep. 
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ONLY  A  DREAM. 


MRS.  E.  W.  BOTH  WELL. 


3  LIVE  in  a  dream,  a  dream  of  love 
In  a  pair  of  great  brown  eyes. 

Oh !  fascinating  are  those  orbs 
Wherein  the  love-light  lies. 

But  oh !  Alas !  it  is  but  a  dream, 

Tho’  I  long  for  reality 

And  long  to  gaze  in  those  cherished  eyes 

That  are  only  a  dream  for  me. 


Dream  on,  my  heart,  dream  o’er  and  o’er 

For  love  can  never  die,  and  the  fire  of  love  burns  ever  more 

Set  aflame  by  beauty’s  eyes. 

I  saw  him  dashing  around  the  lines 
In  gallant  colors  gay. 

I  knew  at  once  the  love  of  my  dream 
When  I  looked  in  his  eyes  that  day. 

I  kissed  his  cheek  and  smoothed  his  krov 
For  oh !  I  loved  him  so, 

He’ll  meet  me  in  another  dream,  I  know  he  will,  I  know. 


My  life  has  sad  and  lonely  been, 

All  joy  went  out  of  my  life 
When  I  chanced  to  see  his  baby  boy 
And  heard  that  be  had  a  wife. 

Deep  down  in  my  heart  I  bury  my  grief 
Tho’  life  does  a  burden  seem, 

But  when  slumber  kind  o’er  takes  me  then, 
There’s  comfort  sweet  in  my  dream. 
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WALK  MORE  LOVINGLY. 


PHOEBE  A.  NAYLOR. 


3  CONNED  them  o’er  and  o’er,  so  wearily 
My  sins,  my  failings  in  the  days  gone  by. 
Retracing  ever  in  my  heart,  so  drearily 
Unkindnesses  o’er  which  I  vainly  sigh. 

Could  tears  of  blood  avail  I  would  recall 
Each  word,  each  act,  that  caused  another  pain 
Why,  when  it  is  so  easy  thus  to  fall 
Have  we  no  chance  here  to  begin  again  ? 


I  whispered  in  my  heart  forgive,  forgive. 

Oh,  ye  beloved  ones  on  that  other  shore  ! 

No  other  chance  have  I,  how  long  I  live 
To  tell  my  sorrow  which  each  day  grows  more. 
Then  deep  within  my  soul  I  heard  a  voice. 

Of  wisdom,  which  spake  tenderly  to  me, 

“Leave  thou  the  past  with  God,  that  is  the  best, 
But  in  the  future  walk  more  lovingly.” 
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LILLIE  DALE. 


G.  \Y.  SKILLMAN. 


OWN  in  sunny  Tennessee,  lived  a  maiden  dear  to  me, 

In  a  little  vine-clad  cottage  in  the  vale. 

With  a  love  almost  divine,  she  had  promised  to  be  mine, 
And  to  ever  be  my  true  love  Lillie  Dale. 

But  my  happiness  was  brief, — soon  my  joy  was  turned  to  grief. 
When  the  dearest  to  my  heart  was  called  from  me, 

While  in  life  still  young  and  gay,  her  sweet  spirit  passed  away, 
And  they  laid  her  ’neath  the  spreading  willow  tree. 


Chorus : 


Lillie  Dale,  thou  fairest  flower,  early  plucked  from  nature’s  bower. 
How  you  always  loved  to  ramble  hill  and  dale, 

Now  there  lies  beneath  the  tree,  all  this  world  held  dear  to  me, 

For  she  sleeps  beneath  the  willow  in  the  vale. 


Oh  !  what  joy  there  used  to  be, — in  those  times  so  dear  to  me. 

When  we  wandered  through  the  cotton  fields  so  white, 

How  the  darkies  they  would  sing, — how  they  made  the  valley  ring, 
As  they  homeward  from  the  fields  returned  at  night. 

Now  I  never  more  shall  go  where  the  cotton  blossoms  grow, 

Never  more  those  dear  old  scenes  I'll  long  to  see, 

For  Eve  lost  the  one  most  dear,  and  the  world  seems  dark  and  drear. 
Since  thev  laid  her  ’neath  the  spreading  willow  tree. 
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EVENING. 


JOHN  H.  HUMMEL. 


HE  day  closed  with  a  setting  sun. 

Vi^The  birds  found  rest  after  sweet  toil ; 

The  brook  its  daily  course  had  run, 

But  still  continued  to  drain  the  soil. 

Of  all  its  noblest  gifts  and  food, 

Of  all  its  wealth  possessed, 

Where  during  the  day  the  farmer  stood, 

’Neath  the  sun’s  bright  rays,  tired  and  distressed. 


The  evening  came  with  all  its  joys, 

No  grander  sight  could  twilight  bring, 

It  was  then  the  youthful  farmer  boys 
Could  be  heard  for  hours  to  sing; 

The  songs  we  all  hold  so  dear, 

The  songs  of  long,  long  ago, — 

While  each  mother  listening  shed  a  tear, 
As  her  own  boy’s  voice  seemed  most  dear. 


Could  I  but  hear  those  voices  now 
As  they  sounded  in  those  bygone  days, 

I  am  sure  I  could  never  allow 
Myself  to  stray  from  the  by-ways 
Where  I  used  to  roam  and  listen, 

To  each  voice  wondering  which  seemed  sweetest, 
As  the  silver  stars  above  would  glisten, 

So  I  wondered  which  seemed  the  fleetest. 

In  memory  now  only  I  recall 

Those  good  old  evenings  by  the  brook ; 

In  those  warm  days  followed  by  Fall, 

When  cold  winds  came  and  all  took 
To  the  cottage  home  to  sing, — 

The  songs  they’d  been  singing  all  Spring. 

May  those  sweet  voices  later  ring 
Where  God’s  good  angels  ever  sing. 
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AT  THE  CONCERT. 


MARY  FULMER  HERETH. 


'^fr'HE  other  night  at  the  concert,  dear, 

Vil/When  on  the  stage  you  did  appear, 

Clasping  so  close  your  loved  violin, 

My  heart  was  filled  with  sweet  delight, 

I  softly  prayed  for  you  that  night,  as  you  came  in. 


Then  when  you  struck  that  first  weird  chord, 

I,  as  a  fay,  danced  on  green  sward, 

In  brightest,  beauteous  sunshine, 

I  never  felt  so  free  from  care, 

All  troublous  things  were  banished  there,  my  lot  divine. 


As  measure  sweet  followed  measure  gay, 

T  left  heydey  of  youth  and  play, 

Seeking  new  pleasures  that  were  mild, 

A  shadow  waving  in  the  mist, 

To  and  fro  and  to — and,  list! — a  mother  crooning  to  her  child. 


Then  followed  on  a  minor  chord, 

I  did  confess  unto  my  Lord, 

The  many  sins  I  dare  not  pen, 

They  seemed  to  me  so  magnified, 

For  very  shame  I  could  have  died,  have  died  just  then. 


As  th’  tones  entrancing,  sweeter  grew, 

I  tho’t  of  her  so  dear  to  you, 

Now  dwelling  with  the  silent  dead, 

So  near  and  dear  to  both  of  us, 

I  could  not  stay  my  spirit, — thus,  it  winged  and  fled. 


And  met  the  spirit  that  we  love, 

In  God’s  own  restful  sky  above, 

And  tenderly  embracing,  kissed  it, 

Then,  standing  arm  in  arm,  we  two, 

Veil’d  by  ethereal  blue,  to  your  music  list’d. 
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ECCE  HOMO.  (Behold  the  Man.) 


G.  WILSON  DULEY. 


3N  ocean's  depth  through  many  a  reft, 
And  gloom  sequestered  cave. 

Where  protoplasmic  atoms  cleft, 

Are  cradled  in  the  wave. 

There  in  the  waste  where  deep  calls  deep, 
The  Alpha  and  Omega  sleep. 


Moved  by  an  inner  quickening  light. 

By  circumstance  Divine, 

Fittest  surviving  in  the  fight. 

Weakness,  worm-wood,  strength,  wine. 

The  dawnings  of  a  wider  plan. 

Presage  the  embryonic  man. 

Swaddled  in  dreams,  vague,  chaotic  thought, 
Taking  new  forms  the  while, 

Adolescent  and  losing  naught. 

Of  nature’s  blessed  smile. 

Instinct  touching  hem  of  reason, 
Segmentation,  fissure,  lesion. 


How  grand,  at  length,  the  sacred  urn. 
The  outgrowth  of  the  ages  gone ; 

The  faculties  unfold  in  turn, 
Brooding  the  spirit  rests  upon, 

The  scroll  of  life  unfold  and  scan, 
“Ecce  Homo”  (behold  the  man). 
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HEAVEN. 


MRS.  ALBERT  KETCHUM. 

H  !  the  land  of  brightness  and  beauty, 
Sometimes  in  my  daydreams  I  see, 

The  songs  of  praise,  the  seraphs  sing 
Steal  over  the  crystal  sea. 

Along  its  brightly  crested  waves, 

They  sink  in  accents  low  and  clear. 
Then  rise  and  swell  on  the  ambient  air. 
In  lofty  strains  to  us  most  dear. 


Thou  land  of  light :  thy  hillsides  clothed 
With  trees  and  shrubs  and  beauteous  flowers. 
Present  a  picture  which  earth  transcends 
And  to  express  is  beyond  our  powers. 

Its  white  and  glistening  palaces. 

Gleam  lovely  in  the  heavenly  light, 

Its  jasper  walls  and  gates  of  pearl, 

Shut  in  this  most  entrancing  sight. 


My  Savior !  thou  didst  give  Thyself 
That  we  the  rapture  might  enjoy, 

Of  entering  thro’  the  opened  gate, 

With  songs  of  praise,  none  to  annoy, 
Among  the  many  mansions  there, 

Jesus  prepares  for  us  a  home ! 

Soon  we  may  hear  His  welcome  voice, 
Saying,  “Come  home,  my  ransomed  ones.” 


264 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


GEMS  OF  POESY. 


MRS.  ALBERT  KETCHUM. 


E  hail  thee,  Gems  of  Poesy, 

Our  hearts  in  mutual  harmony, 
And  thy  fair  pages  love, 

Thv  beauteous  lines  approve. 


The  thoughts  that  thy  fair  pages  weave, 
With  skilful,  dextrous  hand, 

Their  impress  on  our  hearts  they  leave, 
Like  “footprints  on  the  sand.” 


Bright,  beauteous  flowers  are  strewn  along 
Thy  lovely,  lengthened  way, 

The  landscape  opening  out  among, 

Grand  nature’s  bright  display. 


We  welcome  thee,  bright  sparkling  Gem, 
And  wear  thee  on  our  heart, 

And  wear  thee  on  our  diadem, 

And  will  not  with  thee  part. 


For  then  we  writers  grandly  hope 
To  meet  each  other,  where 
The  Poet’s  lines,  like  sparkling  Gems, 
Will  show  us  beauties  rare. 
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A  COUNTRY  ROAD. 


RENOS  H.  RICHARDS. 


3 


N  vagrant  mood  it  wanders  over 
The  drowsing  hills  by  fields  of  clover, 
Uncertain  where  its  course  may  tend 
Or  when  its  journeying  may  end. 


You  saw  the  wood-vine  that  is  growing 
At  the  road’s  turn?  Now  it  is  glowing 
A  crimson  sentinel  to  stand 
And  herald  Autumn  to  the  land. 


A  wind  goes  by ;  the  light  leaves  follow 
And  hurry  down  from  hill  to  hollow ; 
While  in  the  wide  wind  of  the  sky 
Fleet  flocks  of  swallows  Southward  fly. 

O,  feet  are  light  and  heart  has  laughter 
For  what  the  world  may  hold  hereafter — 
The  road  leads  far  from  toil  and  care, 

To  open  lea  and  sky  and  air. 
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BEYOND  MY  REACH. 


CARRIE  BEAUCLERK  GEARY. 


3 


REACHED  to  grasp  a  sunbeam 
That  fell  across  my  face, 

But  the  hand  that  sought  to  clasp 
Closed  in  on  empty  space. 


it 


One  rose  in  my  neighbor's  garden 
With  a  beauty  almost  divine, 

I  longed  to  possess,  was  gathered. 
By  other  hands  than  mine. 


I  stood  at  love’s  flowing  fountain 
And  my  heart  with  thirst  was  filled. 
For  hope’s  enchanting  visions 
Through  all  my  being  thrilled. 


And  dreaming  of  Elysian  bliss 
Whose  perfect  life  they  teach, 

I  eagerly  tried  to  grasp  the  cup, 

It  was  just  beyond  my  reach. 

So  I  close  my  eyes  and  fold  my  hands 
And  know  that  never  again. 

Will  tire  sunlight  beam  or  love’s  fountain  gleam. 
But  in  shades  of  hidden  pain. 


The  beautiful  golden  sunbeam 
May  shine  through  years  to  be, 
The  beautiful  roses  blossom. 
For  others,  but  not  for  me. 


I  am  glad  the  sunlight  glistens, 

That  the  rose  is  fair  and  sweet, 
That  love  exists  for  others 
To  make  their  lives  complete. 

But  for  me,  a  dreamy  sadness 
Falls  over  my  life  like  rain ; 

And  I  walk  alone  in  the  shadows, 
Through  the  dim,  dark  aisles  of  pain. 
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NIGHT  THOUGHTS. 


CARRIE  BEAUCLERK  GEARY. 

HEN  the  cares  of  the  day  are  over, 

And  the  busy  world’s  at  rest ; 

When  the  day-god’s  light  has  faded 
In  the  glimmering  golden  West. 

When  the  moon  and  the  stars  are  peeping 
Through  the  blue-curtained  archway  of  God ; 
While  world-weary  mortals  are  sleeping, 
Some  over,  some  under  the  sod. 

There  comes  o’er  my  spirit  stealing 
Like  a  mist,  so  soft  and  slow, 

A  sense  of  infinite  yearning 
For  something  it  may  not  know. 

For  in  wandering  in  hope  and  conjecture, 

Of  the  life  that  is  to  be. 

In  the  far  away  dreamy  future 
My  thoughts  are  all  at  sea. 

And  steadily  drifting  outward 
Unheeding  both  time  and  tide, 

And  straining  the  earthly  vision 
For  a  glimpse  of  the  other  side. 

Uncertainty,  dimness,  confusion 
Before  me,  like  vast  seas  roll, 

As  I  try  to  look  over,  beyond  them 
Toward  the  unknown  home  of  the  soul. 

Life  has  its  round  of  pleasures. 

And  amid  the  gleeful  throng, 

My  heart  is  glad  and  happy. 

And  mine  the  merriest  song. 

But  when  alone  in  the  starlight 
My  heart  will  keep  searching  afar, — 

And  longing  to  know  of  the  dwellers 
Beyond  death’s  mystical  bar. 
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RENUNCIATION. 


THADDEUS  W.  WILLIAMS. 


3 


TEAR  thy  image  from  my  breast, 

Thy  mem’ry  from  my  life, 

And  seek  in  kinder  spheres  for  rest 
From  weariness  and  strife. 

That  love  should  die,  deem  it  not  strange 
Unmatur’d  things  decay, 

And  when  its  object  suffers  change, 

E’en  love  may  pass  away. 


The  time  was  when  our  love  was  free, 
No  fortune  could  be  thine, 

No  joy  or  sorrow  come  to  thee, 

That  was  not  also  mine. 

Too  fond,  alas,  to  count  the  cost, 
Love’s  blessing  but  attained, 

I  counted  all  the  world  well  lost, 

If  but  thy  heart  I  gained. 


But  thou  hast  failed  me  in  my  need, 
When  thou  alone  could’st  give, 

And  sacrificed  to  lust  and  greed 
The  best  for  which  we  live, 

And  I  have  waited  long  and  wept 
Alone  my  bitter  hour ; 

My  heart  is  garnished  now  and  swept 
Beyond  thy  evil  pow’r. 


Then  take  it  back,  the  once  prized  thing 
I  fondly  deem’d  a  heart ; 

The  only  mem’ries  it  can  bring, 

Are  those  that  sting  and  smart. 

I  give  it  back  without  a  tear, — 

’Twas  never  truly  mine ; 

The  parting  of  our  ways  is  here, — 

May  peace  attend  on  thine. 
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THE  WATCHMAN. 


THADDEUS  W.  WILLIAMS. 

ATCHMAN,  tell  us  of  the  morn, 
If  the  day-spring  yet  is  born — 

Or  the  shadows  still  prevail 
O’er  the  seas  where  we  must  sail. 

Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  day, 

If  the  sunbeams  dance  and  play, 
Or  the  tempest  sweeps  the  plain 
With  a  storm  of  wrath  and  pain. 


Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night, 
If  the  stars  are  shining  bright — 
Or  the  clouds  are  rolling  by 
Shutting  out  the  beauteous  sky. 


Watchman,  on  our  life’s  redoubt 
Tell  us  if  our  hearts  are  stout, 
And  inYaith  and  hope  abide 
Or  too  weak  to  stem  the  tide. 


Watchman,  up  in  Heaven’s  dome, 
When  ’tis  time  to  call  us  home, 
Lift  the  flaming  cross  on  high, 
Safe  to  guide  us  to  the  sky. 
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MAMIE  MURRAY. 


JOHN  L.  WEYANDT. 


9 


WINTER'S  sun  was  setting 
In  its  bed  of  clouds  of  golden  hue, 

And  a  Winter  wind  was  moaning 
And  some  snow  was  flying,  too. 

In  a  chamber  lay  a  maiden 
Reclining  in  her  lover’s  arms, 

And  he  clasped  her  frail  young  body, 

As  if  to  shield  her  from  the  storms. 

Mamie  had  written  him  a  letter 
To  some  city  far  away ; 

“Come,”  she  said,  ‘‘for  I  am  dying, 

And  I  must  not,  while  you’re  away ; 

Come  and  see  your  little  Mamie 
For  her  soon  you’ll  see  no  more.” 

So  just  as  the  Winter’s  sun  was  setting, 

He  reached  his  sweetheart’s  cottage  door. 


Clasp  me  closer,  Ronald  darling, 

Kiss  me  as  you  did  in  days  gone  by. 

Oh !  the  darkness,  how  it  hides  you  ! 
From  my  fast-death-dimming  eye, 

There,  hold  my  hand,  father  darling. 

Do  not  weep  when  I  am  gone, 

For  in  Heaven  there’s  no  parting. 

But  peace  and  pleasure  all  day  long. 
Don’t  forget  your  little  Mamie, 

She  had  loved  you  both  so  well, 

Tho’  she’s  only  lying  sleeping 
In  yonder  mossy  dell. 

Oh !  I  see  my  angel  mother 

And  her  face  is  with  joyful  tears  aflood. 

Then  Mamie  fell  back  on  her  pillow, 

And  her  soul  went  out  to  God. 
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STILL  WATCHING  AND  WAITING. 


FRED  G.  SC H NECK. 

TILL  watching  and  waiting  with  patience, 
Still  battling  with  weakness  and  pain, 

Still  looking  each  day  for  the  summons, 

Yet  trying  life’s  hold  to  retain. 

Still  walking  each  moment  with  Jesus , 

Still  leaning  upon  His  strong  arm, 

Still  trusting  my  Shepherd  to  guide  me 
And  keep  me  from  all  sin  and  harm. 

Still  happy  in  friendships  He  gives  me, 
Rejoicing  in  fellowship  sweet, 

Still  scattering  sunshine  around  me. 

And  cheering  each  heart  that  I  meet. 

My  journey  seems  long  and  so  toilsome. 

My  pathway  so  thorny  and  rough, 

I  cannot  help  wishing  quite  often 
My  Master  would  say,  “Child,  enough !" 

I  weary  of  pain  and  of  weakness, 

And  long  so  for  Home  and  for  rest. 

And  wonder  why  I  here  must  tarry, 

When  yearning  for  joys  of  the  blest. 

But  heart  of  mine,  cease  thy  repining, 

Your  Savior  knows  just  what  is  best. 

He  knows  where  you’re  needed,  so  trust  Him, 
And  patiently  bear  all  the  rest. 

He  knows  all  about  the  long  waiting, 

The  yearning,  the  heartache  and  pain. 

And  so  will  give  grace  all  sufficient. 

And  ever  your  strength  will  sustain. 

The  Lord  loves  you  still,  tho’  He  chastens 
And  tests  you  with  trials  severe ; 

O  trust  Him,  and  bear  a  while  longer, 

And  wait  without  murmuring  here. 
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TO  IDA. 


THEO.  T.  ILER. 


EAR  Ida,  ’tis  a  simple  thing 
I  give  to  you,  ’tis  but  a  ring ; 

But,  with  this  ring,  receive  from  me 
A  promise  of  trusting  constancy. 


Should  I  by  chance  be  called  away, 
And  not  return  for  many  a  day ; 
Think  of  me,  and  look  at  this, 

And  bestow  on  it  one  fond,  sweet  kiss, 


Should  others  tempt* you  to  prove  untrue, 
To  the  one  who  gave  this  ring  to  you ; 
Oh,  let  it  prove  a  monarch  strong ! 

To  guard  you  from  doing  such  a  wrong. 


I  give  it  thee,  with  all  my  heart, 
And  hope  that  we  may  never  part  ; 
But  all  I  ask,  my  dear,  of  thee, 

Is  love,  and  truth  and  constancy. 
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A  WINTER  LAUD. 


HENRY  E.  BAKER. 

TNG  for  the  night  is  done 
And  the  day  comes  grandly  on 
Like  a  herald  through  the  throng ; 
His  garments  glittering  white 
Flash  back  the  morning  light, 

His  face  is  bright  and  strong. 


Lo,  he  uplifts  his  arm, 

A  million  snowflakes  swarm, 
While  over  his  stately  head 
The  daily  orb  glows  forth 
As  he  marches  from  the  North, 
This  warrior  in  Winter  bred — 


He  laughs  in  merry  glee, 

In  the  hilltop,  on  the  lea ; 
Riding  the  frosty  blast, 

He  guides  it  with  his  hand, 
Till  the  shivering  frozen  land 
Sighs  for  the  Summer  past. 


Yet  sing  of  the  spirit  frost 
The  ice,  and  the  snow  embossed 
On  the  sere  vale  and  the  mead, 
Hark  to  the  merry  sounds 
Of  Winter.  O’er  the  downs 
Their  happy  echoes  speed. 
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PHYLLIS. 


MAUD  S.  CONROY. 


HYLLIS  was  a  little  maiden. 
Two  years  old,  they  say, 
Every  day  she  and  her  papa 
Had  such  fun  in  play. 


On  the  floor  they  rolled  and  tumbled, 
Laughing  happy,  gay, 

Papa  loved  his  little  girl 
In  his  own  good  way. 


Papa  had  a  cow  named  Cherry, 
Gentle  as  could  be, 

Phyllis  helped  him  at  the  milking 
Filled  with  childish  glee. 


Then  at  night  when  papa  left  her 
“Good-bye,  papa,”  she  would  say, 

And  in  the  morning  bright  as  sunshine, 
Greet  him  for  another  play. 
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WHAT  IS  LOVE? 


ELIZABETH  YOCKEY. 

Prelude : 


HAT  is  love,  but  the  poets’  theme  ? 
What  is  love,  but  the  fair  maid’s  dream? 
What  does  it  bring  but  pain  and  stress 
Heart-bursting  sighs  and  restlessness? 


I  asked  a  woman  worn  with  grief, 

Who  lingered  but  for  Heav’n’s  relief. 

“I  loved,  I  lost,  oh,  bitter  thought  ; 

Oh,  words  with  pain  and  grief  enwrought ! 
But  this  I  know,  yes,  this  I  know : 

’Twere  better  to  have  loved  in  vain 
Than  through  this  world  unloving  go, 

But  love  is  pain ;  such  love  is  pain.” 

I  asked  a  man  in  prime  of  life, 

One  blessed  with  home,  with  babes  and  wife. 
“I  love,  I  rest,  oh,  heaven  sweet ! 

When  freed  from  care,  with  love  to  meet ! 
And  this  is  true,  yes,  this  is  true : 

My  life  a  blank  would  be  at  best, 

Sweet  love,  sweet  home,  wer’t  not  for  you. 
Yes,  love  is  rest;  such  love  is  rest.” 

I  asked  a  maiden  young  and  fair ; 

Life’s  burdens  yet  to  her  were  rare. 

“I  love,  I  live,  oh,  world  so  sweet ! 

Thy  pleasures  all  crowd  ’round  my  feet ! 
But  this  I  feel,  yes,  this  I  feel, 

Its  crowning  bliss  did  me  befall 
Last  night  Love  at  my  feet  did  kneel. 

Oh,  love  is  all,  such  love  is  all.” 

Pos£lude : 

The  theme  of  themes,  so  rich  and  rare ! 

The  dream  of  dreams,  it  fills  the  air ! 

This  theme  is  love ;  this  dream  is  love, — 
Oh,  this  is  love,  yes,  this  is  love. 


ALONE. 


EDYTH  WOODWARD. 


S  I  sit  alone  and  dream,  dear, 

Of  the  golden  days  gone  by ; 

Oft’  I  think  of  the  few  short  months 
That  we  were  happy,  you  and  I. 


They  bring  life  back,  dear, 

The  past  so  sweetly  told ; 

Of  a  love  so  dear  to  me 
It  could  not  be  bought  with  gold. 


I  see  the  stars  shine  brightly, 
Looking  from  my  window  tonight, 
And  I  think  of  the  past,  dear, 
When  the  future  seemed  so  bright. 


But  those  happy  days  are  gone,  dear, 
Think  you  not  of  the  past, 

For  it  brings  too  many  shadows, 
And  life  is  not  made  to  last. 
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THE  COMING  OF  WINTER. 


HUGH  C.  BUTLER. 


AR  before  us  past  the  dark  woodland, 

Towering  like  a  giant  toward  the  skies, 

Are  the  mountain’s  ragged  peaks.  How  grand 
The  sparkling  snow  in  the  sunlight  lies. 

Through  the  trees  the  wind  is  sadly  sighing, 

For  the  birds  are  singing  a  song  of  farewell ; 

On  yonder  peaks  their  sweet  song  is  dying, 

For  they  are  going  South  to  sing  in  another  dell. 


Now  through  the  forest  and  over  rocks  we  go, 

Still  on  and  on,  till  we  pass  a  shady  dell ; 

Now  across  a  ravine  where  crystal  waters  flow ; 
Now  over  a  large  tree,  which  some  cruel  wind  fell. 
At  last  we  stand  on  the  mountain’s  crest 
And  look  down  on  the  land  far  below ; 

How  peaceful,  the  valleys  as  they  lay  at  rest 
In  the  fast-fading  rays  of  the  sunlight’s  glow. 


Then  we  look  to  the  West  with  a  sorrowful  frown ; 
The  setting  sun  casts  back  a  dull  red  glow, 

For  today  the  Autumn  leaves  are  drifting  down, 

But  tomorrow  storm  clouds  will  hide  this  earth  below ; 
And  now  the  time  has  come,  so  we  must  away, 

As  all  around  us,  to  our  left  and  to  our  right, 

The  hills  will  change  their  garb  of  gray, 

And  like  the  peaks,  be  clothed  in  a  mantle  of  white. 


Many  a  tree  in  ruin  will  fall  and  crumble, 

Many  a  delightful  scene  fade  away, 

But  still  around  the  mountain  the  storms  will  rumble 
As  they  have  for  many  a  live-long  day. 

And  the  streams  that  start  from  the  melting  snow, 
Will  continue  on  their  course  as  of  old; 

Through  the  distant  valley  their  waters  will  flow, 
Fleeing  swiftly  on,  away  from  the  Winter’s  cold. 
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HOMELESS  BUT  NOT  LOST. 


H.  M.  NESMITH. 


WILIGHT  now  gathers  o’erheacl  in  the  still  quiet  sky — 
A  promise  of  sunshine  of  the  bright  yon  tomorrow ; 
Will  that  clay  bring  her  peace  from  on  high 
Or  reveal  a  vista  sad,  yea  days  of  sorrow? 


Without  light  and  a  home,  yet  poor  she  be 
With  no  friend’s  kind  appeal  and  hope  and  help, 
She  stands  alone  facing  the  darkness  of  a  lea 
This  lonely  woman  !  Bereft  of  all !  Do  you  not  see  ? 


As  the  last  tint  faded  from  the  sky  so  bright, 

She  wandered  away  with  lonely  step  carrying  her  cross 
Thinking  of  lost  ones,  gone  to  their  eternal  light — 
Listen  !  a  voice  !  “Lo,  I  am  with  you  always” — not  lost. 


But  this  hope  long  deferred  came  to  her  heart 
And  in  her  consciousness  His  voice  again  calmly  arose  : 
“I  am  with  you  unto  the  end,”  why  depart  ? 

Seek  ye  my  home,  there  you’ll  find  repose.” 


Homeless  and  friendless  bearing  her  daily  burden  and  cross 
Without  light,  without  home,  yet  truly  poor  she  be. 

This  voice :  “Lo,  I  am  with  you  always” — not  lost — 

Came  to  me,  and  my  soul  is  now  forever  free. 
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THE  GLORIOUS  SEA. 


MRS.  R.  BUCHANAN. 


HE  sea,  the  sea,  the  glorious  sea, 

I  love  to  hear  thy  billows  roar, 
There’s  music  in  thy  waves  for  me, 
Dashing  on  the  rocky  shore. 

I  love  to  feel  the  soft  salt  spray, 

The  wooing  whispering  of  the  breeze, 
The  sun-kiss’d  billows  lap  the  bay, 
Then  turn  and  roll  back  to  the  seas. 

I  love,  I  love,  I  dearly  love, 

I  love  the  glorious  sea. 


I  love  to  watch  thy  changing  waves, 

The  breakers  don  their  snowy  crest, 

To  wander  thro’  the  watery  caves 
Where  the  sea-birds  love  to  build  their  nest. 
I  love  thee,  Oh  thou  wondrous  deep, 

Thy  ever  restless  ebb  and  flow, 

On  thy  mighty  bosom  beauty  sleeps 
The  sun  its  golden  radiance  glow. 

I  love,  I  love,  I  dearly  love, 

I  love  the  glorious  sea. 
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DAINTY  BLUE  BELLS. 


NANNA  ELINE  COOPER. 
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H,  sweet  blue  bells, 

Dainty  blue  bells, 

Gemmed  with  the  clews  of  morning, 
Like  fairies  you  sway 
On  each  slender  spray, 

Lovely  blue  bells, 

Stars  of  morning. 


In  Edith's  hair 
You  shine  so  fair, 

Blue  gems  on  a  bed  of  gold. 
You  match  her  bright  eyes 
And  the  lovely  June  skies ; 
Dainty  blue  bells, 

Stars  of  morning. 


When  in  strange  lands  I  stray 
I’ll  seek  at  break  of  day 
For  you  blue-eyecl  darlings ; 

I  find  you  in  each  dell, 

Every  lovefy  sweet  bell 

Swayed  by  the  zephyrs  of  morning. 


When  I  enter  the  tomb, 

Which  is  each  mortal’s  doom, 

And  await  the  Heavenly  morning, 
Then  lay  on  my  breast 
As  sweetly  I  rest, 

These  flowers  so  proudly  adorning. 
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MY  MARJORIE. 


ALICE  J.  CALHOUN. 


EYOND  each  pictured  face 
Drawn  with  exquisite  grace 

By  old-world  master  that  shall  peerless  be ; 
Between  me  and  my  work, 

In  morning,  in  the  mirk, 

I  see  the  face  of  my  sweet  Marjorie. 


In  whisp’rings  of  the  breeze  - 
At  play  with  leafy  tre,es 

Whose  shadows  move  upon  the  lanes  so  free ; 
In  music  sweetest  heard, 

Or  note  or  spoken  word, 

I  hear  the  voice  of  my  sweet  Marjorie. 


When  in  the  busy  mart, 

Where  love  is  giv’n  no  part; 

Or  when  ’mid  crowds  I  move  so  bold  and  free, 
Or  when  afar  I  roam, 

Or  dream  alone  at  home, 

I  feel  the  presence  near  of  my  sweet  Marjorie. 

Too  late  I  read  the  sign. 

Her  eyes  once  gave  to  mine ; 

I  raised  a  bar  between  herself  and  me, 

No  more  our  lips,  our  hands, 

The  while  this  old  world  stands, 

May  touch  again,  my  own  sweet  Marjorie. 
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A  RETROSPECT. 


GENEVRA  GREENE. 


HE  red,  red  rose  is  here  and  here  am  I, 

The  Summer  scene  is  fair  as  days  agone, 
With  birds  and  bees  a-wing,  ’neath  all  the  sky, 
And  lights  and  shadows  playing  o’er  the  lawn. 


All  is  the  same,  yet  nothing  is  the  same 
As  when,  a  year  ago,  you  wrought  a  spell 
About  my  heart,  and  breathed  with  love  my  name 
And  promised  to  be  true  whate’er  befell. 


I  little  knew  when  Autumn’s  leaves  fell  fast 
Through  all  the  wood,  so  short  a  time  ago, 

That  love,  like  roses,  is  too  sweet  to  last, 

Nor  that  your  grave  would  feel  the  first  white  snow. 
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THE  SACRED  TWINE. 


MRS.  S.  L.  RUSSELL. 

HO  has  loved  a  maid  more  true, 
Than  Adam  did  Eve  under  the  blue  ; 
When  he  saw  the  beauty  and  grace 
Of  the  lovely  form  and  smiling  face? 


For  truly  the  god  of  Love  was  there 
Enfolding  the  man  and  woman  fair, 

By  the  wedding  twine,  that  golden  thread 
Which  has  tied  all  knots  since  Adam  was  wed. 


And  will,  for  every  woman  and  man, 

By  common  consent  all  over  the  land, 
Who  has  felt  the  quiver  and  smart 
Of  Cupid’s  arrow,  through  two  hearts. 


The  golden  thread,  the  wedding  twine 
Which  cupid  never  fails  to  find, 

And  these  gentle  hearts  he  binds 

With  the  wedding  twine,  the  golden  twine. 
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IRIS. 


HERMAN  B.  HEAP. 
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UST  an  innocent  child  so  sweet  and  fair 
Is  Iris,  with  the  raven  hair, 

And  eyes  of  jet  black  hue, 

Like  sparkling  diamonds  in  the  dew ; 

And  voice  like  silvery  fairy-bells, 

That  ring  sweet  anthems  in  the  dells. 
Awakening  fairy  angels  sing 
Her  beauty  to  the  rainbow’s  king, 

Who  crowns  her  with  a  wreath  supreme ; 
Then  Iris  is  the  rainbow’s  queen. 


Just  an  innocent  girl  so  sweet  and  mild 
Is  Iris,  and  like  a  fairy  child 
So  modest,  and  demure, 

So  innocent  and  sweet  and  pure, 

And  like  a  fairy’s  snowflake  so  soft  and  white, 
Earthward  falling  on  a  moonlit  night, 
Awakening  fairies  softly  bring 
Their  snowflake  to  the  rainbow’s  king, 

Who  all  the  flowers’  beauties  glean ; 

To  make  a  crown  for  his  rainbow  queen — Iris. 


Just  a  dear,  sweet,  innocent  child 
Is  Iris;  and  the  angels  smile 
And  lead  her  in  their  way  ; 

God’s  blessings  ’round  her  lay. 

And  fairy  playmates  in  the  dells 
Chime  music  sweet  on  fairy-bells. 
Awakening  angels  anthems  sing 
Her  praises  to  the  rainbow’s  king1. 

And  all  the  beauties  in  the  world,  I  ween, 
Is  lavished  on  the  rainbow’s  queen — Iris. 
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DO  YOUR  BEST. 


JEANNIE  WISELY  BANNISTER. 

HERE’S  some  work  for  each  to  do, 
Do  not  shirk  the  part  that  you 
And  none  else  can  carry  thro’, 

Do  your  best. 

Every  one  should  be  a  light, 

Should  be  a  teacher  of  the  right, 
Labor  to  make  the  world  more  bright, 
Then  leave  the  rest. 


If  the  hours  are  long  to  you, 

If  the  days  seem  dark  and  blue, 
Wisely,  bravely,  work  them  thro’, 
Do  your  best. 

Tho’  you  may  not  climb  to  fame, 
You  can  win  an  honored  name, 
Prove  life’s  not  a  useless  game, 
Then  leave  the  rest. 
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THE  WESTERN  GIRL  IN  BLUE. 


VICTOR  THOMPSON. 


Z 


HE  Western  girl  is  my  delight. 

She  lives  in  the  pureness  of  mind, 

And  her  higher  thoughts  for  the  life  we  live 
And  the  love  of  a  purer  home. 

She  is  never  above  her  sphere  of  life, 
Whatever  she  is  called  to  do, 

For  she  will  ride  around  with  horse  and  hound 
And  wear  her  dress  of  blue. 


She  is  always  cheerful  and  pleasant  to  meet 
With  qualities  good  and  true, 

And  her  kind  words  will  always  teach 
What  others  should  try  to  do. 

She  is  pure  and  true  as  the  morning  dawn, 
And  the  glance  of  her  dove-like  eyes 
Has  buried  my  heart  in  her  sinless  soul — 
This  W estern  girl  in  blue. 
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MYSTERIES  DIVINE. 


HERMAN  FOSTER. 


ODAY  out  on  a  mountain  in  a  piece  of  broken  clay 
I  found  the  impress  of  a  tiny  sea-shell, 

So  beautifully  engraved,  outlined 
Each  tiny  trace  so  carefully  defined. 

And  said  I,  O !  tiny  shell, 

Canst  thou  not  a  story  tell, 

Why  thou  hast  wandered  so  far  away 
From  where  the  mighty  breakers  roll  today? 


Let  thy  tiny  lips  once  more  unsealed 
A  story  of  thy  life  again  reveal; 

Of  thy  revels  in  the  mighty  deep, 

Of  the  many  ages  gone  since  thou  didst  go  to  sleep. 
Speak,  and  thy  story  true  impart, 

For  surely  here  thou  art? 

But  ah,  alas !  ’tis  all  in  vain, 

The  impress  in  the  rock  can  never  live  again. 


The  life  that  was  is  there  again  no  more, 

I  left  its  dying  mark  on  some  far  off  distant  shore, 
The  centuries,  the  songs,  the  ages  that  have  passed 
Have  left  thy  story  in  thy  prison  fast. 

And  yet  from  out  thy  broken  cell, 

I  hear  a  story  that  naught  else  can  tell, 

Brighter,  clearer,  to  the  world  ’tis  borne, 

It  is  thy  resurrection  morn. 


From  the  greed  of  gain,  from  the  lust  of  power, 
Pause  a  moment  to  look  forward  to  that  hour 
When  the  broken  bands  and  bursted  shell 
Shall  free  us  from  our  prison  cell. 

And  purer,  nobler,  higher  let  our  ideals  be 
Drifting  outward  on  fife’s  stormy,  sea ; 

And  may  we  an  impress  leave  behind 
That  shall  echo  on  thro’  the  realms  of  time. 
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RETROSPECTION. 


MRS.  IDA  E.  DUNN. 


H !  so  you  caught  me  dreaming,  dear ! 
Living  again,  yes,  year  by  year, 

The  days  of  sunshine,  days  of  shade, 
Of  which  this  life  of  mine  is  made. 
Sometimes  I  laugh,  sometimes  I  sigh, 
To  think  it  passed  so  quickly  by. 

But  would  I  pass  again  that  way, 

If  it  were  mine  to  do  today? 


The  dear  old  home  looks  very  sweet, 
The  hours  there  lived  were  oh !  so  fleet. 
So  soon  did  care  and  sorrow  roll 
Its  stormy  billows  o’er  my  soul. 

With  lures  of  life  so  very  near, 

Behind  each  smile  there  seemed  a  tear. 
But  would  I  pass  again  that  way, 

If  it  were  mine  to  do  today? 

The  Why?  is  too  near  answered  now, 
The  care  most  lifted  from  my  brow; 
The  perfect  life,  not  far  away, 

After  the  strivings  of  today. 

Without  regret,  without  a  tear, 

We  leave  our  imperfections  here, 

We’d  not  retrace  ’mid  doubt  and  fear 
The  footsteps  of  a  former  year. 
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THE  SEASONS. 


MARY  HARMAN. 

IFE  is  gay  in  the  Springtime, 

With  leaves  and  flowers  in  bud; 
All  nature  begins  to  sing  then, 

We  hear  the  robin’s  “cheer  up.” 
We  list  to  the  lark’s  gay  tunes, 
And  we  hear  the  joy-bells  chime; 
Oh !  life  means  a  glad  impulse 
In  the  merry  glad  Springtime. 


Life  is  sweet  in  the  Summer, 

With  buds  and  flowers  in  bloom, 
When  first  we  hear  a  lover’s  voice 
And  list  to  love’s  sweet  tune. 

The  air  is  laden  with  incense 
Bro’t  from  the  flowery  bow’rs ; 

All  that  is  good  seem  to  meet 
In  the  sweet  Summer  hours. 


Life  is  glorious  in  Autumn, 

When  all  nature’s  a  blended  tune ; 
When  with  purple  and  gold  is  tinted 
The  woods  that  dream  of  bloom. 
All  nature  is  in  her  glory, 

Sweet  tunes  the  crickets  sing, 

In  the  glorious  Autumn 

We  hear  nature’s  gayest  tunes. 


Life  is  good  in  the  Winter  time, 

When  the  days  are  growing  short, 
And  the  snow  from  the  sky  is  falling 
And  begins  the  Winter  sport. 

We  list  to  the  merry  jingle 
Of  the  sleigh  bells  with  delight, 

And  sit  around  the  fire-place 

When  the  earth  is  robed  in  white. 
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THE  MARCH  OF  TIME. 


J.  F.  W.  LANGE. 

SPLAYED  with  “Lee”  when  cowslips  were  a-glowing, 
When  she  was  five  and  I  was  only  four ; 

’Mong  woven  garlands,  flower-balls  a-throwing, 

Such  jolly  fun !  that  soon  would  please  no  more. 
We’d  skip  thro’  grove  an’  mead  an’  under  heather, 
With  chubby  little  playmates  to  and  fro; 

Then  join  our  hands,  an’  wander  home  together, 

But  that  was  nearly  eighty  years  ago. 


“Lee”  grew  to  be  a  han’some  little  maiden, 

But  still  our  kid-like  love  kept  strong; 

In  them  old  days,  with  cares  we  were  not  laden, 
They  simply  scooted  happily  along. 

’Tis  hones’  fact,  I  love  her  very  dearly- — 

How  much  ?  my  word  had  nary  pow’r  to  show ; 
I’m  sure  her  heart  was  touched  like  mine  as  nearly, 
An’  that  was  almos’  sixty  years  ago. 


Then,  other  lovers  popped  their  heads  aroun’  her, 
’Cause  she  grew  fairer  each  an’  ev’ry  year ; 

A  happy  circle  they  all  formed  aroun’  ’er, 

An’  she — the  center  of  that  glitt’rin’  sphere. 

I  saw  “Lee”  then,  her  childhood  vow  forsaken 
For  wealth  and  splendor — to  me  it  was  a  blow ; 
And  then  I  tho’t  my  heart  was  breakin’, 

That  was  nearly  forty  years  ago. 


Yet,  I  lived  on  an’  found  me  still  another, 

Her  name  was  “Jess.”  I’ve  no  cause  to  repine, 
An’  when  I  heard  “Lee”  had  become  a  mother, 

I  swan !  I  didn’t  wish  her  children  mine. 

My  own  dear  chirrups  were  in  fair  progression, 
They  made  a  very  merry  Christmas  row, 

That  was  my  grandes’  joy  beyon’  expression, 

An’  that  was  ’xactly  thirty  years  ago. 
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“Lee”  grew  a  dimpled  lassie,  plump  and  comely, 
’Cause  she  lived  in  fashion’s  brightest  blaze, 
An’  tho’  my  earthly  lot  was  far  more  homely, 

I  had  my  happy,  joyous  festal  days. 

There  was  no  snowflake  ever  brighter  glisten’d 
Aroun’  my  cottage  in  that  winter  glow, 

As  when  my  “Bill”  the  baby-kid  was  christen’d, 

If  I  ain’t  wrong,  ’twas  fifteen  years  ago. 


The  years  rolled  by — the  oldest  girl  got  married, 

Yep,  I’m  a  gran’dad,  an’  my  hair  is  gray; 

One  pet  of  three  in  my  ole  arms  I  carried 
Among  the  heather,  where  we  used  to  play. 

The  same  ole  fields,  where  “Lee”  in  childish  pleasure, 
Had  played  with  me  beneath  the  cowslips’  glow ; 
’Twas  there  I  sat  an’  tried  the  time  to  measure, 

That  was  ’xactly  eleven  years  ago. 


Tho’  pass’d  is  first  love’s  passioned  blindness, 
Tho’  dwindled  it  has  into  colder  night, 

I  love  to  think  of  “Lee”  in  solemn  kindness, 

An’  shall  until  I  bid  this  world  good-night. 

I  watch  the  Dial’s  flittin’  of  the  silent  hours, 

As  on  they  creep,  with  time  we’ll  never  know ; 
When  children’s  children  gather  up  the  flowers, 
Where  we  have  played,  a  hundred  years  ago. 
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OUT  ON  A  LONELY  PRAIRIE. 


SARAH  J.  SEARS. 


WAS  out  on  a  lonely  prairie, 

It  was  there  I  dug  a  grave, 
And  laid  away  my  Marguerite, 
My  Marguerite  so  brave. 


Our  home  was  built  and  we  were  glad, 
The  wheat  was  bending  low, 

The  harvest  looked  abundant, 

Our  hearts  were  all  aglow. 


We  had  a  plan  that  Marguerite 
Should  make  a  visit  soon, 

But  oh !  so  sad,  her  morning  sun 
Went  down  one  day  at  noon. 


No  help,  no  help  could  I  obtain, 
Oh,  must  I  see  her  die 
Out  on  this  lonely  prairie, 

With  her  little  babe  to  lie? 


She  was  ready  for  her  journey, 
With  our  aunt  she  would  remain, 
Until  in  God’s  good  mercy 
She  would  return  again. 


But  she  has  gone  no  more  to  come, 
No  more  my  heart  to  cheer; 

She  has  gone  to  join  the  angels, 
My  Marguerite,  so  dear. 
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“THEY  SHALL  BE  MINE.” 


MARY  H.  WHEELER  ROBINSON. 

“They  shall  be  mine  *  *  when  I  make  up  my  jewels — Mai.  3-17.” 


RIND  on,  dear  Lord,  grind  on! 

In  patience  we  submit ; 

We  know  we  are  not  fair  enough 
Within  Thy  crown  to  fit. 

Precious  we  all  must  be 

And  as  the  stars  must  shine, 

We’re  gathered  up  from  every  clime 
By  God’s  own  will  divine. 


Grind  on,  dear  Lord,  grind  on ! 

Our  dull  unpolished  face; 

Grind  deeper  yet,  O  Workman  great, 
Until  it  shall  efface 
The  black,  the  grime,  the  tell  tale  stains 
That  mars  the  beauty  rare ; 

For  Thou  alone  can  know  the  depth 
Can  make  us  glorious,  fair. 

Grind  on,  dear  Lord,  grind  on ! 

We  know  the  time  draws  near, 

When  all  the  Jewels  bright  and  rare 
The  blessed  call  shall  hear. 

Then  they  shall  reign  with  Thee 
And  as  the  stars  shall  shine, 

Earth’s  jubilee  will  then  begin 
When  ruled  by  love  Divine. 

Grind  on,  dear  Lord,  grind  on! 

Prepare  us  for  the  place 
That  Thou  has  portioned  at  Thy  will. 

Let  us  behold  Thy  face ! 

And  we  submit,  dear  Lord, 

None  but  Thy  will  be  done, 

W e  gain  with  Thee  immortal  Life 
If  true  the  race  we  run. 
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AFTER  THE  ROSE  HAD  GONE. 


NELLIE  TINGLEY. 


ARNED  by  the  mist  of  the  morning 
The  early  blossoms  fled 
And  the  wild  sunflower  came  over  the  hill, 
Tossing  her  yellow  head. 

To  dispute  the  reign  of  the  Golden  Rod, 
Into  the  meadow  she  came, 

Tossing  her  head  and  singing 
Of  her  own  beauty  and  fame. 

Oh,  the  little  white  marsh  flowers  trembled, 
And  the  grasses  bewildered  grew, 

But  the  Golden  Rod  rose  in  anger 
And  waving  her  crown  of  dew, 

Exclaimed,  “you  queen  of  the  meadow? 
You  queen,  with  your  bold,  black  face? 
You  might  reign  in  some  dark  old  forest, 
But  here  you  are  out  of  place.” 

All  the  morning  they  stood  disputing. 

The  wood-lark  laughed  with  glee, 

And  the  blackberry  vine  crept  shyly 
Over  the  fence  to  see. 

Then  the  sunflower  said  to  the  streamlet, 
“Decide  for  us,  I  pray. 

Are  you  blinded  by  our  beauty 
That  you  have  no  word  to  say  ?” 

“Oh,  no,  I  was  only  thinking,” 

Answered  the  mischievous  rill, 

“How  wise  you  are  to  linger, 

Till  the  rose  went  over  the  hill.” 


GEMS  OF  POESY 


295 


LIVING  ON  HIGH. 


M.  E.  WEST. 


WEET  love,  all  the  greatness  of  life  is  before  us, 
'We  pray  now  to  live  it  so  gladsome  and  free, 

That  all  the  bright  angels  who  daily  watch  o’er  us 
Clean  hands  and  pure  hearts  in  our  life  work  shall  see. 


Live  shunning  all  workings  that  make  people  sadder 
Strong  drink  that  is  raging,  deceiving  and  dread, 

It  bites  like  a  serpent  and  stings  like  an  adder, 
Destruction  and  death  with  its  victims  are  fed. 


Live  seeking  for  souls  who  to  wrong  courses  turning 
Have  fallen  in  muddy  defilements  of  sin, 

Live  telling  of  mercy  the  One  all  discerning 
Is  holding  to  those  who  a  new  life  begin. 


Live  prizing  the  word  in  whose  beautiful  pages 
The  comfort  and  truth  of  the  spirit  to  dwell, 
Live  holding  our  heritage,  rich  with  the  ages 
In  witnesses  glad  the  sweet  story  to  tell. 


The  story  of  Jesus  so  high  and  so  holy 

Who  once  became  poor  and  despised  for  my  sake, 

Despised  and  rejected,  in  sorrow  most  lowly, 

He  died  the  atonement  for  sinners  to  make. 


He  died  to  redeem  us,  He  lives  now  preparing, 

A  place  in  His  Father’s  great  mansions  above, 

With  feasts  for  our  sharing,  and  garments  for  wearing, 
A  home  that  is  perfect  in  beauty  and  love. 

All  lilies  and  roses,  life’s  pureness  and  sweetness 
Green  pastures,  still  waters,  bright  clouds  and  blue  sky, 
Whatever  we  have  of  the  fullest  completeness, 

We  have  as  a  foretaste  of  living  on  high. 
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REUNITED  IN  HEAVEN. 


EVALINA  HARDEN  JACKSON. 
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N  the  beautiful  Southland  long,  long  ago 
Where  magnolias  blossom  and  bright  waters  flow, 

There  dwelt  a  lovely  maiden,  graceful  and  fair 
With  a  heart  full  of  love,  and  free  from  all  care, 

And  soon  one  sat  beside  her  handsome  and  tall, 

With  eyes  of  gentle  blue,  dearer  than  all. 

He  sang  of  “Home  Sweet  Home”  with  her  his  bonnie  bride, 
And  loved  this  queenly  maid,  more  than  all  beside 
But  shining  angels  came  on  snowy  wings  bright 
And  bore  his  gentle  spirit  up  to  worlds  of  light, 

Leaving  her  desolate  and  broken  of  heart, 

Yet  not  forever  must  they  stay  apart, — 

For  again  the  Heavenly  host  came  gently  down, 

And  all  sad  and  lonely  this  pure  maiden  found, 

And  wafted  her  up  above  the  azure  skies, 

Unto  that  land  where  love  never  dies. 

And  now  in  beauty  they  are  dwelling  above, 

Where  death  ne’er  enters  and  all  is  love 

And  with  joy  now  they  sing  far  beyond  the  skies, 

Of  the  “Home  Sweet  Home”  where  are  no  “good-byes. 
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LAY  ASIDE  UNCLE  TOM’S  CABIN. 


ALLAZUMA  MAUCK. 


3’M  a  woman  of  the  North,  brave,  loyal  and  true ; 

My  father  was  a  soldier,  and  marched  away  in  blue ; 

For  three  long  weary  years  he  fought  so  nobly  in  the  strife 
And  languished  in  Cahaba,  mourned  as  dead  by  his  dear  wife. 


Thank  God  the  struggle’s  over,  the  bitterness  is  past, 

The  weary  marches  ended,  silent  the  bugle’s  blast ;  . 

Sweet  Peace  has  spread  her  downy  wings  o’er  a  smiling,  happy  land, 
And  as  one  family  all  can  sihg 


United  Do  We  Stand.” 


The  play  of  Uncle  Tom  has  long  outlived  its  day ! 

I’ll  add  my  plea  to  others,  “Let’s  put  the  book  away.” 

And  all  the  keen  reminders  of  the  time  when  blacks  were  chattel, 

And  South  seceded  from  the  North  and  men  marched  off  to  battle. 


We  have  a  patient,  loving  Father  watching  us  in  Heaven, 

And  the  sins  of  each  poor,  erring  child  are  freely  all  forgiven ; 
When  God  grants  us  remission,  He  never  keeps  a  token 
Before  us  as  a  relic  of  the  laws  we  may  have  broken. 

In  the  South  the  noble  women  were  first  to  strew  the  flowers, 

On  the  graves  of  their  dear  loved  ones  and  on  the  graves  of  ours ; 
From  the  silence  and  the  sorrow  of  their  stricken  homes  they  go, 
And  those  flowers — undistinguishing — on  friend  and  foe  bestow. 


Let  us  lay  aside  that  play  and  quite  forget  the  old  eye-sore. 
Its  mission  is  accomplished  and  slavery  is  no  more. 

There  is  no  North,  there  is  no  South,  but  all  one  people  we — 
The  sun  shines  on  no  truer  men  in  the  dear  land  of  the  free. 
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THE  CHAIN  OF  FRIENDSHIP. 


J.  SHERMAN  ALLDREDGE. 


HERE  are  chains  of  mighty  strength, 
Of  mystic  metal  wrought, 

With  many  links  quite  full  of  lore 
No  other  metal  can  be  taught. 


Other  things  may  rot  or  rust, 
Time  may  fill  them  with  decay; 
But  the  chain  of  purest  friendship 
Will  not  rust  or  wear  away. 


'Tis  a  chain  this  present  instant, 

Has  been,  through  the  unknown  ages ; 
Tis  possessed  by  saints  today, 

Was  adored  by  ancient  sages. 


They  whose  chains  have  many  links, 
Are  kind  and  true  you  may  depend, 
For  each  link  I  need  not  say 
Is  emblematic  of  a  friend. 


Time  has  flown  with  noiseless  tread, 
Brought  the  snow,  and  brought  the  rain, 
Dimmed  the  eye,  and  bent  the  form — 
Yet  it  harms  not  Friendship's  Chain. 
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UNKNOWN  HEROES. 


ALBERT  AULTMAN  THOMPSON. 

ANY  of  our  sweetest  singers 
Warble  sweetest  when  alone, 

Many  of  our  greatest  heroes 
Are  not  to  the  world  made  known. 
Silently  through  life  they  pass, 

No  one  praises  their  good  deeds, 
Fame  is  not  their  destination, 
Wealth  and  fortune  not  their  goal, 
But  to  guide  and  help  the  needful 
And  bring  sunshine  to  their  soul. 


Many  a  rose  and  modest  violet 
Blooms  where  none  their  beauty  sees, 
Many  loving  hearts  are  aching 
In  the  strong  as  in  the  weak ; 

Many  a  white  and  tender  lily 
Blooms  among  the  sturdy  weeds, 
Many  bitter  tears  are  dripping 
Unseen  on  the  pallid  cheek. 

Oh !  could  we  but  see  the  suffering 
Of  each  heart,  by  wounds  not  healed, 
Many  noble  struggling  heroes 
To  us  then  would  be  revealed. 
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THE  MISSION  OF  DEATH. 


E.  R.  SWITZER. 


ROM  out  of  the  womb  of  the  past, 

And  into  the  world  of  today ; 

Where  the  shuttle  of  life  weaves  on 
Though  the  weaver  may  sleep  by  the  way. 


Oh !  inscrutable  world  of  ours ! 
Its  mysteries  hid  from  our  view ; 
From  atoms  that  live  in  the  deep, 
To  planets  that  swing  in  the  blue, 


Its  plans  and  its  purpose  unseen 
By  all  but  that  infinite  eye ; 

That  counts  all  the  sands  of  the  sea, 
And  reads  from  the  scroll  of  the  sky. 


Oh !  this  beautiful  world  of  ours, 
Pale  Death  will  untangle  its  web ; 
Reveal  the  full  meaning  of  life, 
Its  mystical  flow  and  its  ebb. 


Teach  how  the  thorns  and  the  roses, 
That  spring  from  earth’s  bountiful  sod, 
Are  only  blessings  transplanted 
Direct  from  the  garden  of  God. 


He’ll  wave  his  pale  wand  o’er  the  nations 
That  sleep  where  the  willow  trees  nod, 
The  frame  of  the  world  turned  to  ashes, 
Its  soul  in  the  bosom  of  God. 
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WHERE  THE  LILIES  BLOOM  SO  FAIR. 


JOHN  DROWN. 


OWN  in  yonder  valley  where  the  lilies  bloom  so  fair 
With  my  mother  by  my  side  in  childhood  days  we  wandered 
there 

I  would  play  by  the  water’s  edge  and  mother  dear  would  sing, 

While  I  would  gather  flowers  and  the  village  bells  would  ring. 

The  world  seemed  so  happy  and  much  brighter  than  today, 

It  was  mother  dear  that  made  it,  now  she  sleeps  just  down  the  way. 


Down  in  the  church-yard  where  the  lilies  bloom  so  fair 
It  was  I  that  planted  them  on  my  mother's  grave  with  care. 
’Mid  summer  sun  and  showers  the  pleasure  there  I  meet, 

It  brings  back  to  memory  old  joys  that  seem  so  sweet. 

She -was  a  gentle  mother,  I  learned  it'by  her  prayer, 

Down  in  yonder  valley  where  the  lilies  bloom  so  fair. 


There  are  other  lilies  blooming  in  a  fairer  land  than  this, 

And  if  mother’s  in  that  garden  I  know  it’s  ftill  of  bliss. 

In  my  heart  I  hear  her  sweet  voice  singing  as  of  long  ago, 

Now  she’s  resting,  the  lily’s  faded  that  was  once  as  white  as  snow. 
She  told  me  she’d  be  waiting  and  her  joys  with  me  would  share, 

Just  to  meet  her  in  Heaven  where  the  lilies  bloom  so  fair. 
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THE  OLD  COUNTRY  PARSONAGE. 


CORNELIUS  H.  POLH^MUS. 


HE  old  maples  still  wave  their  branches, 
And  the  brook  murmurs  softly  and  low, 
And  through  the  old  parsonage  windows, 
Shines  the  sun  as  it  shone  long  ago 
The  swallows  still  sweep  o’er  the  chimneys, 
When  the  twilight  fades  in  the  far  West, 
And  the  song  of  the  robin  at  even, 

Still  calls  the  tired  laborer  to  rest. 


As  the  old  pastor  crosses  the  threshold, 

His  eyes  are  suffused  with  hot  tears, 

For  swiftly  in  memory’s  chambers 
Rush  the  scenes  bright  and  sad  of  past  years. 
Each  room  that  he  enters  reminds  him 
Of  footsteps  that  come  nevermore, 

Of  the  forms  and  the  voices  of  loved  ones, 
Who  have  crossed  to  the  Evergreen  Shore. 


Many  faces  once  fair  are  now  faded, 

And  the  locks  of  the  raven  turned  gray, 

And  the  children  have  grown  and  like  birdlings, 
Taken  wing  and  flown  far,  far  away. 

His  flock  here  is  scattered,  but  yonder 
They  are  gathering  safe  in  the  fold, 

In  the  sweet  by  and  by  he  will  meet  them, 
Where  the  saved  never  die  or  grow  old. 
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ROUGH  ON  THE  SHEEP. 


G.  H.  WALSER. 


I  ME  in  its  ravaging  sweep  rolls  on, 

Taking  all  things  in  its  gathering  throng; 
Sowing  and  reaping,  reaping  and  sowing, 

No  one  knows  how,  or  when  he  is  going; 
Neither  knows  he  the  mysteries  of  whence, 
Nor  of  the  bounds  of  the  fathomless  hence; 
Thus  age  follows  age  in  the  self  same  way ; 
Nights  are  dissolved  into  fullness  of  day ; 

And  days  are  drank  in  the  measure  of  years, 
To  fruit  the  same  harvest  of  joys  and  tears. 


The  same  old  song  that  forever  was  sung; 

Men  oppress  men  for  the  guerdon  of  wrong ; 
And  when  he  has  reaped  of  the  sin  he  has  sown, 
And  drank  of  the  gall  to  pleasures  unknown, 
And  Hope  denied  him  his  proffered  reward ; 

To  get  recompense  he  goes  to  the  Lord ; 

With  his  skirts  of  life  bedabbled  with  sin, 
Expecting  that  Peter  will  let  him  in, 

And  all  the  angels  of  Heaven  rejoice, 

That  such  a  scoundrel  should  make  such  a  choice. 


Thus  time  rolls  on  as  forever  it  rolled, 

Men  getting  no  wiser  as  they  grow  old ; 

Still  hugging  the  phantom  tight  to  the  breast, 

That  Heaven  snatch’d  sinners  will  revel  the  best, 

And  sheep  that  never  once  straggled  away, 

Will  browse  on  hazel  brush  instead  of  hay. 

*  * 

There  was  never  a  cloud  so  heavily  hung, 

But  smiled  just  above  it  the  bright  glowing  sun. 

There  was  never  a  night  so  dark  and  forlorn, 

But  followed  soon  after  a  roseate  morn. 

There  was  never  a  soul  so  sick  and  so  sad, 

But  that  some  day  and  somewhere  that  soul  would  be  glad. 
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RETRIBUTION. 


SARAH  WILLARD  HOWE. 


HE  love  of  gold  burned  every  thought, 
And  ties  of  blood  laid  waste : 

He  looked  around  to  see  what  next, 

His  appetite  could  taste. 


A  sum  he  saw  in  future  dim, 

When  Father  laid  to  rest, 

“I'll  have  it  now,”  said  to  himself, 
“’Twill  serve  my  purpose  best.” 

With  taunts  and  courts  he  placed  at  last, 
The  Father  in  early  grave ; 

In  fiendish  joy  the  gold  he  hid, 

Securely  within  a  cave. 


Disasters  came  with  fire  and  death, 

The  ill-got  gold  soon  went ; 

His  only  son  to  manhood  grown, 
Demanded  how  ’twas  spent. 

“Where  is  my  share  of  all  your  wealth? 
What  have  you  left  for  me? 

You  told  me  when  a  tiny  lad, 

A  hoard  I’ll  leave  to  thee. 


“’Tis  scpiandered  now ;  deceived  am  I ; 
To  toil  I  know  not  how ; 

The  home  will  be  mine  as  your  heir : 
Begone  !  I’ll  have  it  now  !” 

He  could  not  speak ;  in  memory  dark 
He  saw  himself  again ; 

’Twas  retribution  on  him  heaped ; 

He  suffered  silent  pain. 
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THE  HEART  OF  A  MAID. 


LIDA  WILLIAMS  BROCKER. 

H,  the  heart  of  a  maid  on  a  glad  Spring  day, 

When  wind  is  fresh  from  seal 

There  is  never  a  bird  in  the  wood  so  gay, 

Nor  a  breeze  that  blows  so  free. 


Oh,  the  heart  of  a  maid  on  a  Summer  morn, 
While  bright  the  sunshine  gleams ! 

There  is  never  a  song-bird  sweeter  a-tune. 
Nor  a  soul  so  filled  with  dreams. 


Oh,  the  heart  of  a  maid  in  the  Autumn  time, 
With  Earth  in  harvest  splendor! 

Then  Life  is  rife  with  rhythm  and  rhyme, 
And  the  passionate  heart  grows  tender. 


Oh,  the  heart  of  a  maid  when  Autumn  has  fled, 
And  the  Winter  snows  are  cold ! 

Then  the  fires  of  passion  are  frozen  and  dead, 
And  covered  o’er  with  mould. 
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WHERE  IS  THE  LITTLE  GIRL  I  LOVE 


J.  P.  HINGTGEN. 


ACH  evening-  I  sit  alone  a-dreaming, 

Of  that  little  girl  and  love  gone  by, 

The  flowers  have  never  bloomed  so  fair, 

Since  the  day  when  you — said  good-bye. 

When  first  I  heard  your  sweet  and  gentle  voice, 
You  said  you  loved  me  above  all  men, 

Before  others  I  took  you  for  my  choice, 

Love  will  bring  you  back  to  me  again. 


Chorus : 

Where  is  the  little  girl  I  love? 

In  my  heart  you  have  won  great  fame. 
Why  have  you  wandered  away  ? 

But  I  will  love  you  just  the  same. 
Please  come  back,  O  gentle  dove, 
Where  is  the  little  girl  I  love? 


Sweetheart,  I  often  wonder  where  you  are, — 
Did  you  really  know  that  I  loved  you? 

You’ve  never  said  that  you  would  return, 

Wish  I  knew  that  your  love  would  be  true, 

I  picture  your  dear  face  a-smiling, 

If  you  lived  with  me  beneath  this  azure  sky, 

If  I  knew  where  you  were,  my  darling, 

To  make  you  happy  I  would  try. 
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YOUTH. 


W.  D.  MARTIN. 


S  game  as  any  mountain  trout 
Was  youth,  and  we  had  many  a  bout ; 
And  oft’  Eve  played  him  in  the  nook 
Of  pleasure’s  stream,  now  in,  now  out, 
Just  as  an  angler  would  who’d  hook 
A  good  six-pounder,  skill  it  took 
To  play  bass  youth  as  I  have  played, 

Yet  what  of  skill?  alas,  dismayed 
I  could  not  land  him,  age  decayed 
Life’s  silken  line,  I  knew  its  cost, 

A  flirt,  a  snap,  and  youth  was  lost. 


Yet  oft’  I  feel  that  youth  is  near, 

O  youth,  and  fancy  that  I  hear 
Your  call,  as  from  that  happy  stream, 
A  little  way  just  over  there 
Across  the  meadow  of  my  dream; 
Could  you  but  come,  or  could  I  steal 
Across  that  meadow,  and  to  feel, 

That  you  would  play  again  my  reel, 
I’d  welcome  old  age,  for  they  say 
That  you  return  to  them,  and  play. 
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THE  KITCHEN  THAT  USED  TO  BE. 


JENNIE  M.  GIVEN. 


EAR  friends,  I've  just  been  itching 
To  see  the  new  Dutch  kitchen, 

But  dearer  than  this  to  me, 

Is  the  kitchen  that  used  to  be. 


It  did  not  belong  to  the  English  or  Dutch, 

But  answered  the  purpose  just  as  much 
I  think  of  the  children  that  gathered  there, 

With  little  round  faces  and  straight  black  hair. 

I  see  the  table  within  that  kitchen  spread 
And  your  dear  mother  at  its  head. 

And  the  little  children  were  happy  as  they  could  be, 
When  mother  was  home  and  poured  the  tea. 


That  kitchen  now  is  a  parlor  grand 
With  works  of  art  on  every  hand, 
But  oft  times  as  I  sit  I  see 
The  kitchen  as  it  used  to  be. 


The  little  children  with  cheeks  so  red 
And  sixteen  pans  all  filled  with  bread, 

Made  with  the  water  that  flowed 
From  Sullivan’s  well  across  the  road. 

With  this  same  water  they  made  their  tea, 

So  they’d  be  able  to  learn,  you  see, 

And  when  their  mother  the  table  spread, 

Five  little  mouths  ate  up  the  bread. 

These  children  grew  to  be  teachers  great, 

But  only  their  mother  knows  how  much  they  ate, 
Or  how  many  pots  of  tea  they  drank 
Before  they  learned  their  ABC. 

And  now  that  they  know  so  much 
They  care  only  for  things  that  are  Dutch. 

And  never  think  of  the  kitchen  that  used  to  be, 
Where  they  ate  the  bread  and  drank  the  tea. 
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DREAMING  OF  THEE. 


ANNA  C.  PARRY. 


AR  beyond  the  snow-capped  mountains 
Over  rivers,  hill  and  lea, 

Heart  and  soul  are  wandering  gladly 
With  a  maiden  fair  to  see. 

Gently  o’er  my  mind  is  stealing 
How  we  met  long  years  ago, 

Fore  my  eyes  a  picture’s  gleaming 
Of  a  maid  ’neath  boughs  of  snow. 


Rosy  red  her  cheeks  were  glowing 
Like  the  stars  her  eyes  did  shine, 
And  her  lips  were  ever  smiling, 

As  she  placed  her  hand  in  mine. 
Canst  thou,  too,  remember,  darling, 
How  our  hearts  beat  loud  and  long, 
In  each  other’s  eyes  the  lovelight, 
On  our  lips  the  dear  old  song. 


Loving  words  we  spoke,  then  parted, 
Our  young  hearts  with  sadness  filled, 

All  the  years  that  have  passed  o’er  us, 
Have  not  yet  the  anguish  stilled. 

I’m  dreaming  of  thee,  love, 

Dreaming  that  we  wander  heart  to  heart 
Longing  for  the  day  to  come,  dear, 
When  we’ll  meet  no  more  to  part. 
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WHEN  KNIGHTHOOD  WAS  IN  FLOWER. 


ROSE  B.  GOODMAN. 


/VV|  HEN  knighthood  was  in  flower, 

72'  And  sword  and  cupid  were  in  power, 

In  the  glorious  days  of  yore 

When  knights  fought  with  the  sword  for  the  lady  they  adored. 


When  friend  cupid  . and  the  gleaming  blade 
Accompanied  each  other  ’neath  sunshine  and  shade, 
How  nobly  those  knights  breathed  their  last, 

But  alas !  those  chivalrous  days  are  past. 


Oh !  for  the  gallant  days  of  old, 

When  love’s  grand  passion  beat  in  the  hearts  of  knights  so  bold, 
And  the  bloody  duels  of  those  past  years, 

Showed  the  heroes  that  knew  no  fears.  ! 


To  live  and  love  and  woo, 

Was  an  honor  in  those  days  to  do, 

There  was  no  room  for  the  craven  knave, 
Early  and  late  he  feared  the  grave. 
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A  MAIDEN’S  ANSWER,  “YES”  OR  “NO.” 


JAMES  PENNELL. 


at 


N  a  little  Western  village 
Dwells  a  maiden  who  is  mad, 
She  is  looking  to  the  future, 

For  her  heart  is  very  sad. 

She  is  asking  of  the  breezes 
As  they  softly  come  and  go, 

To  my  distant  waiting  lover, 

Shall  I  answer  “Yes”  or  “No?” 


CHORUS. 

“Yes”  or  “No,”  the  same  old  story, 
All  the  maidens  know  it  is  so. 

To  her  lover’s  waiting  question 
Shall  she  answer  “Yes”  or  “No?” 


He  has  promised  to  be  faithful 
As  they  tread  the  path  of  life. 

Hand  in  hand  they’ll  walk  together 
To  the  land  of  endless  light. 

Can  they  trust  the  bliss  thus  offered, 
Will  they  both  remain  so  true, 

Till  life’s  joys  and  woes  are  conquered 
And  death’s  portals  they  pass  through  ? 


Quickly  then  the  maid  decided, 

I  will  wait  till  next  we  meet. 

In  his  eyes  I’ll  read  the  answer, 

Bid  these  doubts  and  fears  retreat. 
He  will  listen  as  I  tell  him, 

And  the  clouds  will  quickly  go ; 

To  my  lover’s  waiting  question 
I  will  not  answer  “No.” 
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OUR  LIVES  ARE  SONGS. 


JULIA  A.  FORSYTHE. 


UR  lives  are  songs,  we  write  the  words 
As  we  live  from  day  to  day; 

And  our  songs  grow  sad,  or  sweet,  or  glad, 
Be  it  December  or  May. 

A  cheerful  word,  that  we  may  speak, 

May  prove  in  years  to  come 
To  be  a  song  in  many  a  heart, 

And  create  a  love  for  home. 


Suppose  there  wasn’t  a  bird  to  sing 
All  the  long  summer  through; 

No  music  and  flowers,  no  sunshine,  no  showers, 

All  clouds,  where  the  sky  should  be  blue. 

If  life  has  its  thorns,  it  has  roses,  too, 

And  the  birds  are  singing  all  the  day ; 

Let  us  live,  then,  for  each  other  and  the  good  we  may  do, 
And  be  happy  through  the  livelong  day. 


Then  let  us  live  from  day  to  day, 

A  life  that  is  helpful  and  true, 

Full  of  sunshine  and  love  along  the  way, 
Let  the  skies  be  gray  or  blue. 
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SLEEP. 


WM.  T.  M.  DOWLING. 

COME,  gentle  sleep,  mysterious  power! 
And  at  tired  nature’s  restful  hour, 

With  soothing  voice  divinely  sweet 
Lead  us  unto  thy  calm  retreat. 


Come  with  thy  gentle  touch  and  close 
Our  weary  eyelids  in  repose, 

And  bid  the  tired  and  busy  brains 
Forget  in  thee  their  cares  and  pains. 


O’er  childhood  thou  dost  noiseless  creep, 
Locks  up  its  senses  in  thy  keep. 

As  captives  till  the  ’waking  hour 
Frees  them  from  thy  controlling  power. 


But  aged  ones  on  down  may  lie, 

And  as  thou  from  their  couch  pass  by, 
Eagerly  strive  to  thee  detain, 

But  find  the  efiForts  made  in  vain. 


O  sleep !  most  wonderful  thou  art, 
And  skillful  thou  canst  act  thy  part; 
Our  wills  are  bound  fast  to  thy  own, 
While  thou  in  silence  reigns  alone. 


Come  now,  with  soft  persuasive  power, 
And  woo  us  at  the  evening  hour 
To  peaceful  rest,  then  vigil  keep, 

And  sweet  thou’ll  be,  refreshing  sleep. 
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THE  DESERTED  MILL. 


MRS.  D.  E.  MEDSKER. 


E  visited  the  old  and  deserted  mill, 

That  stood  on  the  banks  of  the  Loyalhana  Creek. 
Everything  around  was  quiet  and  still, 

We  stood  scarcely  daring  to  speak. 

Deserted,  deserted,  everything  seemed  to  say, 
Deserted,  deserted,  they  have  all  gone  away. 


All  those  faces  we  loved  in  those  happy  days, 

Oh  !  where  are  they  now  ?  Oh !  where  can  they  be  ? 
Some  have  gone  to  the  land  of  “beautiful  rays,” 

Some  wander  on  earth  till  those  dear  ones  they  see. 
The  miller  who  once  ground  the  golden  grain 
Has  gone  to  his  rest,  has  received  his  reward, 

And  the  beautiful  wife  who  bore  his  good  name, 

So  lately  has  followed  her  husband  and  lord. 


And  of  those  dear  children  who  played  in  the  mill — 
Those  dear  little  children,  so  happy  and  free — 
Three  sleep  in  that  slumber  so  calm  and  so  still, 
Four  wander  on  earth  till  those  dear  ones  they  see. 
Deserted,  forsaken,  yet  sometimes  it  seems 
I  shall  see,  as  of  yore,  those  dear  faces  in  dreams. 
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